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STJNNY MEMOEIEi 

OP 

POBEIGN LANDS. 



LETTER XIX. 

May 19, 
Dear E. : — 

This letter I consecrate to you, because I know that tho 
persons and tilings to be introciuced into it will most particu- 
larly be appreciated by you. 

la your evening reading circles, Macaulay, Sidney Smith, 
and Mil man have long been such familiar names that you will 
be glad to go witli me over all the scenes of my morning 
breakfast at Sir Charles Trevelyan's yesterday. Lady Trevel- 
yan, I believe I havo said before, is the sister of Macaulay, 
and a daughter of Zachary Macaulay — that undaunted laboi'- 
er for the slave, whose place in the hearts of all English 
Christiana is little below saintship. 

"We were set down at Welboume Terrace, somewhere, I be- 
lieve, about eleven o'clock, and found quite a number already 
in the drawing room. I had met Macaulay before, but as you 

(3) 
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Iiave not, you will of courso ask a lady's first (luestion, " How 
does lie look ? " 

"WeH, my dear, so far as relates to th,e mere outward husk 
of tlie soul, our engravers and dagEeixeotypista have done 
their work as well as they usually do. The engraving that 
you get in the best editions of his works may be considered, 
1 suppose, a Mr representation of how he looks, when he sits 
to have his picture taken, which is generally very different 
fi'om the way any body looks at any other time. People seem 
to forget, in taking likenesses, that the features of the face are 
nothing but an alphabet, and that a dry, dead map of a per- 
son's fate giTCH no moie idea how one looks than the ample 
present'ition of an alj habet 'ihows what there is in a poem. 

Macaulays whole physique gives yon the impression of 
great strength and efimmi of constitution. He has tlie kind 
of frame which ne usudlly imagine as peculiarly English; 
short, 'tout, md fiimly knit There is something hearty in 
all his demonstiitions Hp 'Speaks in that full, round, rolling 
voice, di.ep from the chest, which we also conceive of as being 
more common m England thin America. As to his conver- 
sation, it IS jift like his wilting; that is to say, it shows very 
strongly the 'ime qiwhties of mind. 

I was informed that he is famous for a most nncomraon 
memory ; one of those men to whom it seems impossible to 
forget any thing once read ; and he has read all sorts of things 
that can be thought of, in all languages. A gentleman told 
me that he could repeat all the old Newgate literature, hang- 
ing ballads, last speediea, and dying confessions ; while his 
knowledge of Milton is so accurate, that, if his poems were 
blotted out of existence, they might be restored simply from 
his memory. This same aecnrate knowledge extends to the 
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Latin and Greek classics, aad to much, of tlie literatm-e of 
modem Europe. Had nature been required to make a man 
to order, for a perfect historian, nothing better could have been 
put together, especially since there is enough of the poeiio 
fire included in the composition, to fuse all these multiplied 
materials together, and color the historical cryatallizEUion with 
them, 

Macaulay is about fifty. He has never married j yet there 
are unmistakable evidences iu the breathings and aspects of 
the family circle by whom he was surrounded, that the social 
part is not wanting in his conformation. Some very charming 
young lady relatives seemed to think quite as much of their 
gifted uncle as you might have done had he been yours. 

Macaulay is celebrated as a conversationalist ; and, like Col- 
eridge, Carlyle, and almost every one who enjoys this repu- 
tation, he has sometimes been accused of not allowing people 
their fiur share in conversation. This might prove an objec- 
lioii, possibly, to those who wish to talk; but as I greatly 
prefer to hear, it would prove none to me. I must say, how- 
ever, that on this occasioa the matter was quite equitably 
managed. There were, I should think, some twenty or thirty 
at the breakfast table, and the conversation formed itself 
into little eddies of two or tliree around the table, now and 
fjien welling out into a great bay of general discourse. I was 
seated between Macaulay and Milman, and must confess I 
was a little embarrassed at times, because I wanted to hear 
wiiat tliey were both saying at the same time. However, by 
the use of the faculty by which you play a piano with botli 
hands, I got on very comfortably. 

Milman's appearance is quite striking ; tall, slwoping, with 
a keen black eye and perfectly white hair — a singular and 
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poetic contrast. He began upon arctiteeture and Westmin- 
ster Abbey — a subject to wbieh I am always awake. I 
toid bim I Lad not yet seen "Westminster ; for I was now 
busy in seeing life and tbe present, and by and by I meant 
to go there and see death and the past. 

Milman was for many years dean of Westminster, and 
kindly offered me his services, to indoetriuate me into its 
antiquities. 

Macaulay made some suggestive remarks on cathedrals 
generally. I said that 1 thought it singular that we so seldom 
iuew who were the architects that designed tliese great build- 
ings i that they appeared to me the most sublime efforts of 
human genius. 

He said that all tlie cathedrals of Europe weve undoubtedly 
the result of one or two minds ; tiat they rose into existence 
very nearly contemporaneously, and were built by travelling 
companies of masons, under the direction of some systematic 
orgajiization. Perhaps you knew all this befoi-e, but I did 
not ; and so it struck me as a glorious idea. And if it is 
not the true account of the origin of cathedrals, it certainly 
ought to bo ; and, as our old grandmother used to say, " I'm 
going to believe it." 

liooking around the table, and seeing how every body 
seemed to be enjoying themselves, I said to Macaulay, tliat 
these breakfast parties were a novelty to m.c ; that we never 
had them in America, but liat I ftought them the most de- 
lightful form of social life. 

He seized upon the idea, as he often does, and turned 
it playfully iaside out, and shook it on all sides, just as 
one might play Trith the lusti'es of a chandeher — to see them 
glitter. He expatiated on the merits of break&st parties as 
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compared with aE otJier parties. He said dinner parties aro 
mere formalities. You. invite a man to dinner because you 
nmst invite him ; because you are acquainted ■witli his grand- 
father, or it is proper you should ; but you invito a man to 
breakfast because you want to see kt'm. You may be sure, 
if you are iuvited to breatfast, there is something agreeable 
about you. This idea struck me as very sensible ; and we 
all, generally having the fact before our eyes that we were 
invited to breakfast, approved the sentiment. 

"Yes," said Macaulay, "depend upon it; if a mania a bore 
he never gets an invitation to breakfast." 

" Eafber hard on the poor bores," siud a lady. 

" Particularly," said Macaulay, laughing, " as bores are 
usually the most irreproachable of human beings. Did you 
ever bear a bore complained of when they did not say that he 
was the best fellow in the world ? For my part, if I wanted 
to get a guardian for a family of defenceless orphans, I should 
inquire for the greatest bore in the vicinity. I should know 
that he would be a man of unblemished honor and integ- 
rity." 

The conversation now went on to MUton and Shakspeare. 
Macaulay made one remark that gentlemen are always mak- 
ing, and that is, that there is very little characteristic differ- 
ence between Sbakspcare's women. "VVell, there is no hope 
for that matter ; so long as men are not women they will think 
so. In genera! they lump together Miranda, Juliet, Desde- 
mona, and Viola, 



It took Mi's. Jameson to set this matter forth in her Chav- 



I ..Google 



J' FOKEIGN LANDS. 

acterisfics of Women 5 a book for whicli Shakspeare, if he 
could get up, ought to mate her his best bow, especialiy as 
there are fine things ascribed to him there, which, I dai'e say, 
he never thought of, careless fellow that he was I But, I take 
it, every true painter, poet, and artist is in some sense so far 
a prophet that his utterances convey more to other minds than 
he himself knows ; so that, doubtless, should all the old mas- 
ters iTse from the dead, they might be edificJ by what poatty- 
ity has found in their works. 

Some how or other, we found ourselves nest talldng about 
Sidney Smith. ; and it was very plea=ant to me, recaliiu^ the 
evenings when your father has reaJ and we have laughed 
over him, la hear him spoken of as a living existence, hj one 
who bad known him. Still, 1 have always had a quaiTel with 
Sidney, for the wicked use to which he put hia wit, in abusing 
good old Dr. Carey, and the misiiimaries in India; nay, 
in some places he even stooped to be spiteful and vulgai-, I 
could not help, therefore, saying, when Macaulay ob'sewed 
that he had the most agreeable wit of any literary man of his 
acquaintance, ""Well, it was very agreeablf, but it could not 
have been very agreeable to the people who eame under the 
edge of it," and instanced his treatment of Dr. Carey. 
Some others who were present seemed to feel warmly on this 
Btibject, too, and Macaulay said, — 

" Ah, well, Sidney repented of that, afterwards." He 
seemed to ding to Jus memory, and to turn from (very 
fault to his joviality, as a thing he could nut enough delight 
to remember. 

Truly, wit, like charity, covei-s a muUitude of sina. A man 
who has the faculty of raising a laugh in this saJ, earnest 
world is remembered with indulgence and complacency, al- 



I ..Google 



SUNHS MBMOKIES OF FOKEIGN LANDS. 9 

There were several other persons of note present at this 
breakfast, wLose conversation I had not an opportunity of 
hearing, as they sat at a distance from me. There was Lord 
Glenelg, brother of Sir Robert Grant, governor of Bombay, 
whose beautiful hymns have rendered him familiar in America. 
The favorifa one, commencing "When gathering clouds 
around I view," was from his pen. Lord Glenelg, for- 
merly Sir Charles Grant, himself has been the author of 
several pieces of poetry, which were in their time quite 
popular. 

The historian Hallam was also present, whose Constitu- 
tional History, you will remember, gave rise to one of Macau- 
lay's finest reviews ; a quiet, retiring man, with a benignant, 
somewhat sad, expression of countenance. The loss of an 
only son has cast a shadow over his life. It was on this son 
that Tennyson wrot« his " In Memoriam" 

Sir Eobert H. Inglis was also present, and Mr. S. held 
considerable conversation with him. Knowing that he was 
both high toiy and high church, it was an agreeable snrprise 
to find him particularly gentle and bland in manners, earnest 
and devout in i-eligious sentiment. 1 have heard him spoken 
of, even among dissenters, aa a devout and earnest man. 
Another proof this of what mistakes we fall into when we 
judge the characters of persons at a distance, from what we 
suppose likely to be the effect of their sentiments. We often 
find (he professed aristocrat gentle and condescending, and the 
professed supporter of forms spiritual. 

I think it very likely there may have been other celebrities 
present, whom I did not know. I am always finding out, a 
day or two after, that I have been with somebody very re- 
markable, and did not know it at the time. 
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After brealifast we found, on. consulting our list, that we 
were to luncli at Surrey parsonage. 

Of aU tie cities I was ever in, London is the most abso- 
lutely unmanageable, it takes so long to get any where ; wher- 
ever you want to go it seems to lake yon about two houra to 
get there. From the West End down into the city is a dis- 
tance that seems all but interminable. London is now more 
than ten miles long. And yet this monster city is stretching in 
ail directions yearly, and where will be the end of it nobody 
tnows. Southey says, " I began to study the map of London, 
though dismayed at its prodigious extent. The river is no 
assistance to a stranger in finding his way ; there is no street 
along its banks, and no eminence from whence you can look 
around and ta&e your bearings." 

You may take these reflections as passing through my 
mind while we were driving through street after street^ 
and going round comer after corner, towards the parson- 
age. 

Surrey Chapel and parsonage were the church and resi- 
dence of the celebrated Rowland Hill. At present the in- 
cumbent is the Eev. Mr. Sherman, well known to many of 
our AmericMi clergy by the kind hospitalities and attentions 
with which he baa enriched their stay in London. The church 
maintains a medium rank between Congregationalism and 
Episcopacy, retaining part of the ritual, but being independent 
in its government. The kindness of Mr. Sherman had as- 
sembled here a very agreeable company, among whom were 
Farquhar Tupper, the artist Cruifcskank, from whom I re- 
ceived a call the other morning, and Mr. Pilatte, M. P. 
Cruikshank is an old man with gray hair and eyebrows, 
strongly marked features, and keen eyes. Ho talked to mo 
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Bomething atiout the promotion of f«mperancc by a series of 
literary sketches illttstrat^d by his pendi. 

I sat by a lady who was well acquiuntcd with Kiagsley, the 
author of Alton Locke, Hypatia, and other worl^, with whom 
I Lad some coaversation with regard to the influence of his 
writings- 
She said that he had been instrumental in rescuing 
from infidelity many young men whose minda had become 
unsettled ; that he was a devoted and laborious clergyman, 
exerting himself, without any cessation, for the good of hia 
parish. 

After tlic company were gone I tried to get some rest, as 
my labors were not yet over, we being engaged to dine at 
Sir Edward Buxton's. This was our most dissipated day in 
London. We never ti-ied the experiment again of going to 
three parties in one day. 

By the time I got to my third appointment I was en- 
tirely exhausted. I met here some, however, whom I was 
exceedingly interested to see ; among them Samuel Gur- 
ney, bi-other of EHzaheth Fry, with his wife and family- 
Lady Edward Ewxton is one of his daughtei-s. All had 
that ah- of benevolent friendliness which is characteristic of 
the sect. 

Dr. Lnshingtoa, the companion wid venerable associate of 
"Wilberforce and Qartson, was also present. He was a mem- 
ber of Parliament with Wilberforce, forty or flf^ years ago. 
He is now a judge of the Admiralty Court, that is to say, of 
the law relating to marine afEairs. He is exceedingly biilliant 
and animated in conversation. 

Dr. Cunningham, the author of World without Souls, was 
present. There ivaa there also a master of Harrow School. 
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He told, me an anecdote, whicli pleased me for several reasons ; 
that once, when tlio queen visited the seiool, she put to him 
t]ie inquiiy, " whether the educational b jsfem of England did 
not give a disproportionate attention lo the study of the ancient 
classics." His reply was, " that her majesty could best satisfy 
her mind on that point by observing what men the public schools 
of England had hitherto produced ; " certainly a very adroit re- 
ply, yet one which would be equally good agmnst the sugges- 
tion of any iraproveiaent whatever. "We might as well say, 
see what men we have been able to nuse in America without 
any classical educatiou at all ; witness Benjamin Frankhn, 
George Washington, and Roger Sherman. 

It is a curious fact that Christian nations, with one general 
consent, in the early education of youth neglect the volume 
which tliey consider inspired, and bring the mind, at the most 
susceptible period, under the dominion of the hterature and 
mythology of the heathen world ; and that, too, when the sacred 
history and poetry are confessedly superior in hteraiy quality- 
Grave doctoi-s of divinity expend Iheu- forces in commenting 
on and teaching things which would be utterly scouted, were 
an author to publish them ia English as original compositions. 
A Christian community has its yomig men educated in Ovid 
and Aaacreon, but is shocked when one of them comes out in 
EngKsh with Don Juan ; yet, probably, the latter poem is 
purer than either. 

The English literature and poetry of the time of Pope and 
Dryden beti-ay a state of association so completely heathen- 
ized, that an old Greek or Roman raised from the dead could 
scarce learn from them that any change had taken place in the 
religion of tlxe world ; and even Milton often pains one by ia- 
trodticing second-hand pagan mythology into the very shadow 
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of the eternal throne. In some parts of tlic Paraiiise Losf^ 
the evident imitations of Homer are to me the poorest and 
moat painful passages. 

The adoration of the ancient classica has lain like a dead 
■weight on all modem art and literature ; because men, instead 
of using them simply for excitement and inspiration, have 
congealed them into fixed, imperatiye rules. As the classica 
have been used, I think, wonderful as have been the minds 
educated under them, there ■would have been more variety and 
originality without them. 

AVith which long sermon on a short text, I will conclude my 
letter. 

VOL. II. 2 
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LETXEE XS. 

Thursday, Mny 12. 
Mt ceah L: — 

Yesterday, what wiHi my breakfast, lunch, and dinner, 
I was, as tlie fashionable saying is, "fairly knocked up," 
This expression, which I find obtains universally here, coi-- 
responds to what we mean by being " used up," They talk 
of Americanisms, and 1 have a little innocent speculation now 
and then concerning Anglicisms. I certainly find several here 
for which I can perceive no more precedent in the well of 
" Enghsh undefiled," than for some of ours ; for instance, 
this being " knocked up," which is variously inflected, as, for 
example, in. the form of a participial adjective, as a " knocking 
up " affair ; in the form of a noun, as when they say " such a 
person has got quite a knocking up," and so on. 

The fact is, if we had ever had any experience In London 
hfe we should not have made three engagements in one day. 
To my simple eye it is quite amusing to see how they manage 
the social madiine here. People are under such a pres- 
sure of engagements, that they go about with their lists in their 
pockets. If A wants to invite B to dinner, out come llicir 
respective lists. A says he has only Tuesday and Thursday 
open for this week. B looks down his list, and says that the 
days are all closed, A looks along, and says that te has no 
day open till next Wednesday week. B, however, is going to 
leave town Tuesday ; so tliat settles tlie matter as to dining ; 
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Eo tliey turn hudk again, and toy the breakfasting ; for fliough 
you cannot dine in but one place a day, yet, by means of tlie 
breakfast and tbe lunch, you can make three social visila if 
you are strong enough. 

Then there are evening parties, which begin at ten o'clock. 
The first card of the kind that was sent me, which was worded, 
"At home at ten o'clock," I, in my simplicity, took to be t«n 
in tho morning. 

But here are people staying out night after night till two 
o'clock, sitting up all night in Parliament, and seeming to 
thrive upon it. There certainly is great apology for this in 
London, if it is always as dark, drizzling, and smoky in the 
daytime as it has been since I have be«n here. If I were 
one of the London people I would live by gaslight as they do, 
for the streets and houses are altogether pleasanter by gas- 
light tlian by daylight. But to ape these customs under our 
clear, American skies, so contrary to our whole social system, 
is simply ridiculous. 

This morning I was exceedingly tired, and Iiad a perfect 
longing to get out of London into some green fields — to get 
somewhere where there was nobody. So kind Mrs. B. had 
the carriage, and off we drove together. By and by we 
found ourselves out in the country, and then I wanted to get 
out and walk. 

Afler a while a lady came along, riding a little donkey. 
These donkeys have amused me so much since I have been 
here I At several places on the outskirts of the city they have 
them standing, all girt up with saddles covered with whit« 
cloth, for ladies to ride on. One gets out of London by means 
of an omnibus to one of these places, and then, for a few pence, 
can have a ride upon one of them into the country. JJIrs. B. 



I ..Google 



16 SUNNY MEMOEIES OF POEEIGN LANDS. 

walked by the sido of the lady, and swil to liei- something 
whieli I did not hear, and she immediately alighted and asked 
me with great kindness if I wanted to try the saddle ; so I got 
upon the little beast, which was about as large as a good-sized 
calf, and rode a few paces to try him. It is a slow, but not 
unpleasant gait, and if the creature were not so insignificantly- 
smaU, as to make you feel much as if you were riding upon a 
cat, it would be quite a pleasant affair. After dismounting I 
crept through a bole in a hedge, and looked for some flowers ; 
and, in short, made the most tliat I could of my interview with 
nature, till it came time to go home to dinner, for our dinner 
hour at Mr. B s is between one ■uad two quite like home. 
In the evening v,^ were to dmp it Lord Shaftesbury's. 

After nappan^ oil the •itteiRoon lie went to Grosvenor 
Square. There w as only a small select party, of about six- 
teen. Among the gmsfs were Di McAll Hebrew professor in 
King's College, Lord Wriothesley Russell, brother of Lord John, 
and one of the private chaplains of the queen, and tlie Ardi- 
bishop of Canterbury. Dr. McAll is a millenarian. He sat 
next to C. at table, and they had some conversation on that 
siibject. He said those ideas had made a good deal of prog- 
ress in the English mind. 

"While I was walking down to dinner with Lord Shaftesbury, 
he pointed out to me in the hall the portrait of his distinguished 
ancestor, Antony Ashley Cooper, Earl of Shaftesbury, whose 
name he hears. This ancestor, notwithstanding his scepLical 
philosophy, did some good things, as he was the author of the 
habeas corpus act. 

After dinner we went back fo the drawing rooms again ; 
and while tea and coffee were being served, nmnes were con- 
stantly being announced, till the rooms were quite full. 
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Among the earliest who iirrived waa Mr. — — -, a mulatto 
gentleman, formerly British consul at Liheria. I found him 
a man of considerable cultivation and intelligence, evincing 
much good sense in his obayr^ationa. 

I overheard some one saying ia the crowd, " Shaftesbury 
has been about the chimney sweepers again in Parliament." 
I said to Lord Shaftesbury, "I thought that matter of the 
chimney sweepers had been attended to long ago, and laws 
made about it." 

" So we have made laws," said he, " but people won't keep 
them unless we follow them up." 

He has a very prompt, cheerful way of speaking, and 
throws himself into every thing he talks about witli great 
interest and zeal. He introduced me to one gentleman, I 
foi^et his name now, as tlie patron of the shoeblacks. On 
my inquiring what lliat meant, he said tliat he had started the 
idea of providing employment for poor street boys, by furaish- 
ing them with brushes and blacking, and forming them into 
regular companies of shoeblacks. Each boy has Ms pai-tic- 
ulav stand, where he blacks the shoes of eveiy passer by who 
chooses to take the trouble of putting up his foot and paying 
his twopence. Lord Shaftesbury also presented me to a lady 
who had been i very successful teacher m the ragged schools ; 
also to a gentleman who, he said had been very active in the 
London citj missions Some very ingenious work done in 
the ragged schools was set on the table for the company to 
examine and es-cited much interest 

I talked a Iittie while with Loid "Wnothesley EusselL Fi-oia 
hiin we derived the idea that the queen was parljculaily care- 
ful in the training and religious instruction of her children, 
lie said that she claimed that the young prince should be 
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left entirely to his parents, in regard to his religious instraction, 
till he vias seven years of age j but thal^ on examining him at 
that time, they were eqnaUy surprised and deligi.ted ■with his 
knowledge of the Scriptures. I must remark here, that such 
an example as the queen sets in the education of her children 
makes itself felt through all the families of tte kingdom. 
Domeaficity is bow the fashion in high life. I have had 
occasion to see, in many instances, how carefully ladies of 
rank infitruct their children. This argues more favorably for 
the continuance of English institutions than any tiling I have 
seen. If the next generation of those who are born to rank 
and power are educated, in the words of Fenelon, to consider 
these things "as a ministry," which they hold for the benefit 
of the poor, the problem of life in England will become easier 
of solution. Such are Lord Shaftesbury's views, and as he 
throws them out with unceasing fervor in his conversation and 
conduct, thoy cannot but powerfully affect not only his own 
rarcle, but all circles through the kingdom. Lady Shaftesbury 
is a beautiful and interesting woman, and warmly enters info 
the benevolent plaos of her husband. A gentleman and lady 
with whom I travelled said that Lord and Lady Shaftesbury 
had visited in person the most forlorn and wretched parta 
of London, that they might get, by their own eyesight, a 
more correct gauge of the misery to be relieved. I did not 
see Lord Shaflesbtiry's children; but, from tlio crayon like- 
nesses which hung upon the walls, they must be a family of 
uncommon beauty. 

I talked a little while with the Bishop of Tuam. I was 
the more interested to do so because he was from tliat part 
of Ireland which Sibyl Jones has spoken of as being in so 
particularly miserable a condition. I said, " How are you 
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doing now, in that part of tie country ? There has heen a 
groat deal of misery there, I hear." He said, " Thei-e lias 
been, but -wo Lave just turned the corner, and now I hope we 
eliall see better days. The condition of the people has been 
improved by emigration and other causes, till the evils have 
been brought within reach, and we feel that there is hope of 
effecting a permanent improvement." 

"While I was sitting tfUking, Lord Shaftesbury brought » 
gentleman and lady, whom he introduced as liord Chief 
Justice Campbell and Lady Stratbedeo, Lord Campbell 
is a man of most dignified and imposiug personal presence ; 
tall, with a large frame, a fine, high forebead, and strongly 
marked features. Naturally enougb, I did not suppose them 
to be husband and wife, and when I discovered that they 
were so, expressed a good deal of suiprise at their difference 
of titles ; to wliich she replied, that she did not wonder wo 
Americans were sometimes puzzled among the number of 
titles. She seemed quite intei-ested to inquire into our man- 
ner of living and customs, and how they struck me as com- 
pared with theirs. The letter of Mrs. Tyler was much talked 
of, and some asked me if I supposed Mrs. Tyler really wrote 
it, expressing a little civH surprise at the style. I told them 
that I had heaa-d it said that it must have been written by 
some of the gentlemen in the family, because it was generally 
understood that Mrs. Tyler was a very ladylike person. Some 
said, " It does us no barm to be reminded of our deficiencies ; 
we need all the i-eaponsibility that can be put upon us." 
Others said, " It is certain we have many defects ; " but Lord 
Johtt Campbell said, "There is this difierence between our 
evils and those of slavery: ours ezist coati-ary to law; those 
are upheld by law." 
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1 did not get any opportunity of conversmg witli tbe Arch- 
bishop of Caatei-buvy, though this is the second time I have 
been in company with him. He is a most prepossessing man 
in Ilia appearance — simple, courteous, mild, and affable. He 
was formerly Bishop of Chester, and is now Primate of aU 
England. 

It is some indication of the tendency of things in a couniry 
to notice what kind of men ai-e pati-oaized and promoted tfl 
the high places of the church. Sumner is a man i-efined, 
gentle, affable, scholarly, thoroughly evangelical in sentiment ; 
to render him into American phraseology, he is in doctrine 
what we should call a moderate New School man. He has 
been a most industrious writer ; one of hia pvmcipal works is 
his Commentary on tlie New Testament, in several volumes ; 
a work most admirably adapted for popukir ase, combining 
practical devotion with critical accuracy to an uacommon 
degree. He has also publislied a work on the Evidences of 
Christianity, in which Le sets fortli some evidences of the 
genuineness of the gospel nan'ative, which could only have 
been conceived by a mind of peculiar delicacy, and which are 
quite interesting and original. He has also written a work 
on Biblical Geology, which is highly spoken of by Sir Charles 
Lyell and otiiera. If I may believe accounts that I hear, this 
mild and moderate man has shown a most admirable firmness 
and fatality in guiding the ship of the esiablishment in some 
critical and perilous places of late years. I should add tliat 
he ia warmly interested in all the efforts now making for the 
good of the poor. 

Among other pereons of distinction, this evening, I noticed 
Lord and Lady Palmerston. 

A lady asked me this evening what I thought of the beauty 
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of tlie ladies of the English aristocracy : she was a Scotch 
lady, by the by ; so the question was a fail' one. I replied, 
that certainly report had not exaggerated their charms. Thea 
came a home quesljon — how tlie ladies of England compared 
with the ladies of America.. "Now for it, patriotism," said I 
to myself; and, invoking to my aid certaio fair saints of my 
own country, whose faces 1 distinctly remembered, I assured 
her that I had never seen more beautiful women than I had 
ID America. Grieved was I to be obliged to add, " But your 
ladies keep their beauty much later and longer." This fact 
stares one in the face in every company ; one meets ladies 
past fifty, glowing, riidiant, and blooming, with a freshness of 
complexion and fulness of outline refreshing to contemplate. 
What can be the reason ? Tell us, Muses and Graces, what 
can it be ? Is it the conservative power of sea fugs and coal 
smoke — tlie same cause that keeps the turf green, and makes 
the holly and ivy flomish ? How comes it that our married 
ladies dwindle, fade, and grow thin — > that their noses incUne 
to sharpness, and their elbo^vs to angularity, just at the time 
of hfe when their island sislere round out into a comfortable 
and becoming amplitude and fulness ? If it is the fog and 
the sea coal, why, then, I am afrsud we never shall come up 
with them. But perhaps there may be ofher causes why a 
country which stai-ts some of the most beautiful girls in the 
world produces BO few beautiful women. Have not our close- 
heated stove rooms something to do with it ? Have not the 
immense amount of hot biscuits, hot corn cakes, and other 
compounds got up with the acrid poison of salcratus, some- 
tliing to do with it? Above all, has not our climate, witb its 
alternate extremes of heat and cold, a tendency to induce 
habits of ii}-door indolence ? Climate, certainly, has a great 
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deal to do with it ; ours is eyidently more trying and moro ex- 
hausting ; and because it is so, we should not pile upon its back 
en-ors of dress and diet which are avoided by our neighboi-s. 
They teep their beauty, because they keep their health. If 
iias been as remaikable as any thing to me, since I have 
tieen here, that I do not constantly, as at home, hear one 
and another spoken of as in miserable health, as very delicate, 
fcc. Hcaltli seems to be the rule, and not the exception. For 
my part, I must say, the most favorable omen that I know of 
for female beauty in America is, the multiplication of water 
care establishments, where our ladies, if they get nothing else, 
do gain some ideas as to the necessity of fresh air, regular ex- 
ercise, simple diet, and the laws of hygiene in general. 

There is one thing more which goes a long way towards the 
continued health of these English ladies, and therefore to- 
wards their beauty; and that is, the quietude and perpetuity of 
their domestic institutions. They do not, like us, fade their 
cheeks lying awake nights ruminating the awfid question who 
shall do the washing next week, or who shall take the cliam- 
bermaid's place, who ia going to be married, or that of the 
cook, who has signified her intention of parting with the mis- 
tress. Their hospitality ia never embarrassed by the consider- 
ation that their whole kilchen cabinet may desert at the mo- 
ment that their guests arrive. Tliey are not obliged to choose 
between washing tlieir own dishes, or having their cut glass, 
silver, and china left to the mercy of a foreigner, who has 
never done any thing but field work. And last, act least, they 
are not possessed with tliat ambition io do the impossible ia all 
branches, which, I bdieve, is the death of a third of the women 
in America. What is there ever read of in books, or de- 
scribed in foreign travel, as attained by people in possession 
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of every meaiig and appliance, which our women will not un- 
dertake, single-hamJecl, in spite of eveiy providential indica- 
tion to the contrary ? Who is not cognizaat of dinner parties 
invited, in which tlie lafly of the house has figured succes- 
sively as confectioner, cook, dining-ioom girl, and, lastly, 
rushed up stairs to bathe her glowing cheeks, smooth her hair, 
draw on satin dress and kid gloves, and appear in the draw- 
ing room as if nothing were the matter ? Certainly the un- 
daunted bravery of our American females can never enough 
be admired. Other women can play gracefully the head of 
the establisliment ; but who, like them, could be head, hand, 
and foot, all at once ? 

As I have spoken of stoves, I will here remark that I have 
not yet seen one in Englijjid ; neither, so far as I can remem- 
ber, have I seen a house warmed by a furnace. Bright coal 
fires, in grates of polished steel, are as yet the lares and 
penates of old England. If I am inclined to mourn over 
any defection in my own country, it is the closing up of the 
cheerful open fire, wifli its bright lights and dancing shadows, 
and the planting on our domestic hearth of ihat sullen, stifling 
gnome, the air-tight. I agree with Hawthonie in thinking the 
movement fatal to patriotism ; for who would fight for an air- 
light I 

I have run on a good way beyond our evening company ; so 
good by for the present. 
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LETTER SXI 



Dear Fatheu : — 

To-day ive are to go out to visit your Quaker fi-iend, Mr. 
Alexander, at Stoke Newington, where you passed so many 
pleasant hoai-s during your sojourn in England. At half past 
nine we went into the Congregational Union, which is now ia 
session. I had a seat upon the platform, where I could com- 
mand a view of the house. It was a most interesting assem- 
blage to me, recalling forcibly our New England associations, 
and impressing more than ever on my mind how mucb of one 
blood the two countries are. These earnest, thoughtful, intel- 
ligent-looking men seemed to transport me back to my own 
country. They I'eceived us with most gratifying cordiality 
and kindness. Most naturally Congregationalism in England 
must turn with deep interest and sympathy to Congregational- 
ism in America. In several very cordial addresses they testi- 
fied their pleasure at seeing us among them, speaking most 
affectionately of yon and your labors, and your former visit to 
England. The wives and daughters of many of them present 
expressed in their countenances tie deepest and most af- 
fectionate feeling. It is cheering to feel that an ocean does 
not divide onr heai-ta, and that the Christians of America and 
England are one. 

In the afternoon we drove out to Mr. Alexiindcr's. His 
jitiicc is called Paradise, and very justly, being one more of 
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tliose home Edena In ■which England aliouuds, where, without 
ostentation or display, every applian«« of rational enjoyment 
surrounds one. 

We were ushered mto a cheerful room, opening by one 
glass door upon a briHiant conservatory of flowers, and by 
another upon a neatly-kept gai-den. The air waa fresh and 
eweet with the perfume of blossoming trees, and every thing 
seemed doubly refreshmg fi'om the contrast with the din and 
smoke of London. Our chamber looked out upon a beautiful 
park, shaded with fine old trees. While contemplating the 
white draperies of our windows, and the snowy robinga of the 
bed, we could not but call to mind the fact, of which we were 
before aware, that not an article w^as the result of the unpaid 
toil of the slave ; neither did this restriction, voluntarily as- 
sumed, fetter at all the bountifulness of the table, where free- 
grown sugar, coffee, rice, and spices seemed to derive a double 
value to our friends from this consideration, 

Some of the Quakers carry the principle so far as to re- 
fuse money in a business transaction which tliey have reason 
to believe has been gained by the unpaid toil of the slave. A 
Friend in Edinburgh told me of a brother of his in the city 
of Carh^e who kept a celebmted biscnit bakery who received 
an order from New Oileans for a thou'^and doll'ws worth ot 
biscuit tptoiP closmg the bargam he took the buyer into 
his counting lOom anl told him that he had conseicntious 
objections about leceiving money fiom alaveholdera and that 
m case he were on he should prefer not to tradp with I im 
Fortunttely m this case con istency and interest were both 

Things like the p cannot b f excite i Hect oi n cues mud, 
and the qicn i I'^t i I'^t if nil wlo redlv Iflfve ^iueiy to 
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be a wrong should pursue thia course, what would be the 
result ? There are great practical difficulties in the way of 
such a course, particulwly in America, wLere the subject has 
I'eceived comparatively little attention, Tet since I have been 
iH Eogland, I am informed by the Friends here, tliat tliere 
lifls heen for many years an association of Friends ia Phila- 
delphia, who Lave sent their agents through the entire South- 
ern States, entering by them into communication with qiiite a 
considerable number scattered flirough the states, who, eitliei- 
from poverty or principle, raise their cotton by free labor; 
that they have established a depot in Philadelphia, and also 
a manufactory, where the c Jtton thus received is made into 
various household articles ; and thus, by dint of some care and 
self-sacrifice, many of them are enabled to abstain entirely 
from any participation with the results of this crime. 

As soon as I heard this fact, it fli^ed upon my mind imme- 
diately, that the beautiful cotton lands of Texas are as yet 
unoccupied to a great extent ; that no law compels cotton to be 
raised there by slave labor, and that it ia beginning to he raised 
there to some extent hy the labor of free-German emigrants.* 
Will not something eventually grow out of this ? I trust so- 
Even the smallest chink of light ia welcome in a prison, if it 
apeak of a possible door which courage and zeal may open. 
I cannot as yet admit the justness of the general proposition, 
that it is an actual sia to eat, drink, or wear any thing which 
has been the result of slave labor, because it seems to me to 
be based upon a principle altogether too wide in extent. To 
be consistent in it, we must extend it to tlie results of all labor 
which is not conducted on just and equitable principles ; and 

1* Onp Kinnll tfjivn in T«ii5 nmrto eight hiimlted talss last yoar by free 
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ia ordci' to do this consistently we must needs, as St. Paul 
says, go out of the world. But if two systems, one founded 
on wrong and robbery, and the other on right and justice, are 
competing with each other, should we not patronize tlie right ? 

I am the m.ore inclined to tliink that some course of this 
kind is indicated to tlie Christian world, from the reproaches 
and taunts which proslavery papers are easting upon us, for 
patronizing tlieir cotton. At all events, tlie Quakers escape 
the awkwai-dnesa of this dilemma. 

Ia the evening quite a lai^e circle of friends came to meet 
as. We were particularly interested in the conversation of 
Mr. and Mrs. Wesby, missionaries from Antigua. Antigua ia 
the only one of the islands in which emancipation was immedi- 
ate, without any previous apprenticeship system ; and it is Ike 
one in wMch the results of emancipation have been altogether 
file most happy. They gave us a very interesting account of 
their schools, and showed us some beautiful specimens of plain 
needlework, which had been wrought by yonng girls in them. 
They confirmed all the accounts which 1 have heard from 
other sources of the peaceableness, docility, and good chai-ac- 
ter of the negroes ; of their kindly disposition and willingaess 
to receive instruction. 

After tea Mr. 8. aad I walked out a little while, first to a 
lai-ge cemetery, where repose the astes of Dr. Watts. This 
burying ground occupies the site of the dwelling and grounds 
formerly covered by tlie residence of Sir T. Abney, irith 
whom Dr. Watts spent many of the last years of his life. It 
has always seemed to me that Dr. Watts's rank as a poet has 
never been properly appreciated. If ever thero was a poet 
bom, he was that man ; he attained without study a smootli- 
ness of versification, wliich, wifh Pope, i^as the result of tlie 
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intensest analysis and most artistjc care. Nor do tlie most 
majestic and resounding lines of Dryden er[ual some of liis in 
majesty of volume. The most harmonious lines of Dryden, 
that I know of, are these : — 



And wondering, on their faces fell, 
To worship that celestial sound. 
Less than a God they thought there could not dwell 
Within the hoUoiv of that shell, 
That spoke ao sweetly and so well." 

The first four lines of this always seem to me rnagniflcently 
Larmonious. But almost any verse at random in Dr. Watts's 
paraphrase of the one hundred and forty-eighth Psalm ex- 
ceeds them, both in melody and majesty. For instance, take 
these lines: — 

"Wide as Ub Tnst dominion lies, 

Lot the Creator's name be known ; 

Loud as his thunder shout his praise, 

And sound it loflj as his throne. 

Speak of the wonders of that love 

Which Gabriel plays on every chord : 
From all below and all above, 

loud hallelujahs to the Lord." 

Simply as a specimen of harmonious versification, I would 
place this paraphrase by Dr. Watis above every thing in the 
English language, not even excepting Pope's Messiali. But 
In hymns, wlicre the ideas are supplied by his own soid, we 
have examples in which fire, fervor, imagery, roll from the soul 
of the poet in a stream of versification, evidently spontaneous. 
Such are all those hymns in wbidi he describes the glories of 
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the heavenly state, and tlie advent of the great events foretold 
ia prophecy; for instance, tliis verse from the opening of 
one of his judgment hymns : — 

'* ho, I beTiold tho scattered shades ', 

The dairn of heaven appears } 

The sweet immortal morning sheds 

Its blushes round the spheres." 

Dr. Johnson, in his Lives of the Poets, turns him oft' with 
small praise, it is true, saying that his devotional poetry is lUie 
that of otliers, nnsatisfactory ; graciously adding that it is 
sufficient for Lim to have done better than others what no 
one has done well ; and, lastly, that ho is one of tliose poete 
with wliom youth and ignorance may safely be pleased. But 
if Dr. Johnson thought Irene was poetry, it is not singular tliat 
he should think ttie lyrics of Watts were not. 

Stoke Newington is also celebrated as the rcsidenee of De 
foe. We passed by, in our wait, the ancient mansion in 
whiclr he lived. New Eiver, wHch passes through the 
grounds of our host, is an artificial stream, which, is said to 
have been first suggested by his endlessly fertile and industri- 
ous mind, as productive in practical projects aa in books. 

It always seemed to me that there are tliree writers 
which, every one who wants to know how to use tbe Enghah 
language effectively should study j and ttese are Shakspeare, 
Bunyan, and Defoe. One gi-eat secret of their bold on the 
popular mind is their being so rascally and thoroughly 
English. They have tho solid grain of the English oak, not 
veneered by learning and the classics; not inlaid with ara- 
besques from other nations, but developing wholly out of the 
English nationality. 
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I liiire heard tliat Gloethe aaitl tlie reason for the great 
enthusiasm with whiuh his countrymen regai-deil him was, that 
he did hiow hote to write German, and so also these men knew 
how to write English. I think Deibe the most suggestive 
writer to an artist of Action that the English language affords. 
That power by which he wrought Action to produce the im- 
pression of reality, so that his Plague in London was quoted 
by medical men as an authentic narrative, and his Life of a 
Cavaher recommended by Lord Chatham as an historical 
authority, is certainly worth an analysis. "With him, undoubt- 
edly, it was an instinct. 

One anecdote, related to us this evening by our friends, 
brought to mind with new power tha annoyances to which the 
Quakers have been subjected in England, under the old sys- 
tem of church rates. It being contrary to the conscieulious 
principles of the Quakers to pay these church rates volunta- 
rily, they ahowed the oiEcers of the law to enter their houses 
and lake whatever ardele he pleased in satisfaction of the 
claim. On one occasion, for the satisfaction of a claim of a 
few pounds, they seized and sold a most rare and costly man- 
tel clock, which had a particular value as a choice specimen 
of mechanical skill, and which was worth four or five times 
the sum owed. A friend afterwards repuiYhaaed and pre- 
sented it fo the owner. 

We were rejoiced to hear that these thureh rates are now 
vul illy ^bohshel The liberal policy pursued in England 
foi the last t venty Ave years is doing more fo inalie the 
I h ot E niai d a id the government generally, respectable 
a 1 re 1 ected tl a ll e most extortionate exactions of violence. 

We J arte 1 from our kind friends in the morning ; came 
back and I sat a while to Mr. Burnai-d, the sculptor, who en. 
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tertaitied me with various anecdotea. He had taken the buist 
of the Prince of Wales ; and I gathered from his statetnenta 
that young princes have very much the same feelings and de- 
sires that other little boys have, and that he has a very judi- 
cious mother. 

In the afternoon, Mr, S., Mrs. B., and I had a pleasant 
drive in Hyde Park, as I used to read of heroines of romance 
doing in the old novels. It is delightful to get into this fairy- 
land of parks, so green and beautiful, which embellish the 
West End. 

In the evening we had an engagement at two places — at a 
Highland School dinner, and at Mi-. Charles Dickens's. I felt 
myself too much exhausted for both, and so it was concluded 
that I should go to neither, b«t try a little quiet diive into 
the country, and an early retirement, as the most prudent ter- 
mination of the week. While Mr. S. prepared to go lo the 
meeting of the Highland School Society, Mr. and Mrs. B. 
took me a little drive into the country. After a while they 
alighted before a new Gothic Congregational college, ia St. 
" hn's Wood. I found that there had been a kind of fea- 
arinking there by the Congregational ministers and their fiwn- 
jlies, to celebrate the opening of the college. 

On returning, we called for Mr. S., at the dinner, and 
went for a few moments into the gallery, the entert^nment 
being now nearly over. Here we heard some Scottish songs, 
very charmingly sung; and, what amused me very much, a 
few Highland musicians, dressed in full costume, occasionally 
marched through the hall, playing on their bagpipes, as was 
customary in old Scottish entertainments. The historian Sir 
Archibald Alison, sheriff of Lanarkshire, sat at the liead of 
the table — a tall, flne-looking man, of very commanding 
presence. 
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About nine o'clock we retired. 

Ma7 15. Heard Mr. Binney preach this morning. He is 
one of fiie strongest men among tlie Congregatiunalists, and a 
very popular speaker. He is a tall, largo man, with a fiaely- 
huilt head, high forehead, piercing, dark eye, and a good deal 
of force and determination in all hia movemests. His sermon 
was the first that I had hoard in Eiagland which seemed to k'c- 
ogaize the existence of any po^ible sceptical or rationalizing 
element in the minds of Ms hearers. It was in this respect 
more like the preaching that I had been in the habit of hear- 
ing at home. Instead of a calm Btateinent of certain admitted 
religious facts, or exhortations founded upon them, hia dis- 
course seemed to be reasoning with individual cases, and an- 
swering various forms of objections, such as might arise in 
difFerent minds. This mode of preaching, I think, cannot exist 
milesa a minister cultivates an individual knowledge of Jiis 
people. 

Mr. Binney's work, entitled How to make the best of both 
Worlds, I havo heard spoken of as having had the largest 
sale of any religious writing of the present day. 

May 16. This evening is the great antislavery meeting at 
Exeter Hall. Lord Shailosbury in the chair. Exeter Hall 
stands before the pubUc as the representation of the strong 
democratic, religious element of England. In Exeter Hall 
are all the philanthropies, foreign and domestic ; and a crowd- 
ed meeting there gives one perhaps a better idea of the force 
of English democracy — of that kind of material which goes 
to make up the mass of the nation — than any thing else. 

When Macaulay expressed some sentiments which gave 
offence to this portion of the community, he made a defence 
in which ho alluded sarcastically to Ihe bray of Exeter Hall. 
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The expi-essioa seems to have been remembered, for I bave 
often heard it quoted ; though I believe tliey have forgiven 
him for it, and concluded to accept it as a joke. 

The hall tliis night was densely crowded, aad, as I felt very 
unwell, I did not go in tiU after the services had commenced 
— a thing which I greatly regretted aftei'wards, as by this 
means I lost a most able speech by Lord Shaftesbury. 

The Duchess of Sutherlaad entered sooa after the com- 
mencement of the exercises, and was mMt enthusiaslieally 
ebcered. When we came in, a seat had been reserved for us 
by her grace in lie side gallery, and the cheering was re- 
peated. I thought I had heard something of the sort in 
Scotland, but there was a vehemence about tliis that made me 
tremble. There is always something awful to my mind about 
a dense crowd in a state of high escitement, let the nature of 
that excitement be what it will. 

I do not believe that there is in all America more vehe- 
mence of democracy, more volcanic force of power, than comes 
out m one of these great gatherings in onr old fatherland. I 
saw plainly enough where Concord, Lexington, and Bunker 
Hdl came fi-om; and it seems to me there is enough of this 
element of indignation at wrong, and resistance to tyranny, to 
found half a dozen more repubhcs as strong as we arc 

A httle incident tliat occurred gave me an idea of what such 
a crowd might become in a confused state of excitement. A 
woman fainted in a distant part of the house, and a policeman 
attempted to force a way through the densely-packed crowd. 
The services were interrupted for a few moments, and there 
were hoarse surgings and swellings of the mighty mass, who 
were so closely packed that they moved together like waves. 
Some began to rise in their seats, and some cried "Order! 
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order ! " And one cowld easily see, Uiat were a sudden panic 
or overwlielining excitement to break up the order of the 
meeting, what a terrible scene might ensue. 

" "What is it ? " said I to a friend who sat nest to me, 

" A pickpocket^ perhaps," said she. " I am afraid wo are 
going to have a row. They are going to give you one of our 
genuine Exeter Hall ' brays' "■ 

I felt a good deal fluttered ; but the Duchess of Sutherland, 
who knew the British hon better than I did, seemed so per- 
fectly collected tliat I became reassured. 

The character of the speeches at tMs meeting, with the 
exception of Lord Shaiiesbwry's, was more denunciatory, aaA. 
had more to pain the national feelings of an Americao, than 
any I had e^er attended. It was the real old Sason battle 
axe of Brother Jolm, swung witliout fear or favor. Such 
things do not hurt me individually, because X have such a rad- 
ical faith in my country, such a genuine behef that she will 
at last right herself from every wrong, that I feel she can 
afford to have these things said. 

Mr. 8. spoke on tliia point, that the cotton trade of Great 
Britain is the prmcipal support to slaveiy, and read extracts 
from Charleston papers in which they boldly declare that they 
do not care for any amount of moral indignation wasted upon 
them by nations who, after all, must and will buy the cotton 
which they raise. 

The meeting was a very long one, and I was much fatigued 
when we returned. 

V we are to malte a little run out to Windsor 
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Deab M.: — 

I can compare the emban-assment of our London life, ivith 
its multiplied solicifafioas and infinite stimulants to curiosity 
and desire, only to that annual perplexity which used to beset 
us in our childhood on thanksgiving day. Having heen kept 
all the year within the limits which prudence assigns to well- 
regulated children, came at last the governor's proclamation, 
and a general saturnalia of dainties for the little ones. For one 
day the gates of license were thrown open, and we, plumped 
down into tlie midst of pie and pudding exceeding all concep- 
tion but that of a Yankee housekeeper, were left to struggle 
our way out as best we might. 

So here, beside all the living world of London, its scope 
and range of persons and circles of tliought, «omo its archi- 
tecture, its arts, its localities, Iiistorie, poetic, all that expresses 
its past, its present, and its future. Every day and every hour 
brings its conflicting alittrements, of persons to be seen, places 
to be visited, things to he done, beyond all compulation. Like 
Miss Edgeworth's philosophic little Frank, we are obliged fo 
make out our list of what man must want, and of what he mag 
want i and in our list of the former we set down, in large and 
decisive characters, one quiet day for tlie exploitation and en- 
^joyment of Windsor. 

"We were solicited, indeed, to go in another direction ; a 
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pEuHij' was formed to go down the Thtunea with the Right Hon. 
Sidney Ilerhert, seca-etary at war, and visit an emigrant ship 
just stalling for Australia. I should say here, that since Mrs. 
Chiaholm's labors have awakened the attention of the English 
public to the wants and condition of emigrants, the benevolent 
people of England take great interest in the departing of 
emigi-ant ships. A society has been formed called the Family 
Colonization Loan Society, and a fund raised by which money 
can be loaned to those desiring to emigrate. This society 
makes it an object to cultivate acquaintance and intimacy 
among those about going out by uniting them into groups, and, 
as far as possible, placing orphan children and single females 
under the protection of families. Any one, by subscribing six 
guineas towards the loan, can secure one passage. Each in- 
dividual becomes responsible for refunding his own fare, and, 
fm'thermore, to pay a certain assessment in case any indi- 
vidual of the group fails to make up the passage money. 
The sfdling of emigrant ships, therefore, has become a scene 
of great interest. Those departing do not leave their native 
shore without substantial proofs of the interest and care of the 
land they are leaving. 

In the party who were going down to-day were Mr. and 
Mrs. Binney, Mr. Sherman, and a number of distinguished 
names ; among whom I recollect to have heard the names of 
Lady Hatherton, and Lady Byi-on, widow of the poet. This 
would have been an exceedingly interesting scene to us, but 
being already worn with company and excitement, we pre- 
ferred a quiet day at Windsor. 

For if we took Warwick aa the representative feudal estate, 
we took Windsor as the representative palace, that which im- 
bodies the English idea of royalty. Apart from tliis, Wind- 
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801 has been imiaoitalized hj Ihe MpriyWnes it La still 
standiDg in its paik tin, HemiJ oak wliere IIil mi thip^oiis 
fames played their pranki upon oil I'll'.lifl 

And the ca lie still h'a ahout it the charm of the poets 
mvocafion — 

'■ Seaioh WindEor Castle, clyea, -within, without, 
Strew good luck, ouphea, on every eacted room, 
That it may stand till the perpetual doom 

Worthy the oivner, and the owner it. 

The BBYernl ehaira of order, look you, seour 

With juice of balm and every precious flower, 

!Each fair instalment, coat, and several crest, 

With loyal blazon evermore be blest. 

And nightly, meadow fairies, look you, sing 

Like to the garter's compass, in a ting. 

The expressuie that it bears, green let it be. 

More fertile, freah, than all the field to see. 

In emerald tufta, flowers, purple, blue, and white. 
Like sapphire, pearl, and rich embroidery, 
Fairies use flowers for their charactery." 

As if for the loyal purpose of recommending old Windsor, 
the English skies had cleared up into brightness. About nine 
o'clock we found ourselves in the cars, riding through a per- 
petual garden of blooming trees and blossoming hedges ; birds 
in a perfect fury of delight. Our spirits were all elated. 
Good, honest, «aekUng Mrs. Quiekly herself waa not more 
disposed to make the best of every thing and eveiybody than 
were we. Mr. S., in particular, was so joyous that I was 
afraid he would break out into song, after the fashion of Sir 
Hugh Evans, — 
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By the by, ihe fisliiag gi-onnd of Izaak Walton is ono of 
the localities conneetoJ with "Windsor. 

■ The ride was done all too soon. One should not whirl 
througli such a choice bit of England in the uaiy ; one should 
rather wish to amble over the way after a sleepy, confempla- 
live old horse, as we used to make rural excursions in New 
England ere yet railroads were. However, all that's bright 
must fade, and this among tlie rest. 

About eleven o'clock we found ourselves going up the old 
stone steps to the castle. It was the last day of a fair which 
had been holden in this part of the country, and crowds of the 
common people were flocking to the castle, men, women, and 
children pattering up the stiura before and after us. 

We went fli-st through the state apartments. The prineipd 
thing that interested me was the ball rooiu, which was a per- 
fect gallery of Vandyke's paintings. Here was oei-tainly an 
oppoitunity to know what Vandyke is. I should call him a 
tiue court painter — a master of splendid conventionahties, 
whose poi traits of kings are the most powerful argument* for 
the divine right I know of. Nevertlieless, beyond convention- 
ality and outward magnificence, his ideas have no range. He 
suggests nothing to the moral and ideal part of us. Here 
again was the picture of Ujng Charles on horseback, which 
had interested me at Warwick. It had, however, a peculiar 
and romanljc charm fi-om its position at the end of that long, 
dim corridor, vis-a-vis with the masque of Cromwell, which 
did not accompany it here, where it was but one among a set 
of pictures. 
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There was another, presenting the front side and three 
quarters fiice of the same sovereign, painted by Vandyke for 
Benini to malte a bnst from. There were no less than five 
portraits of hb wife, Henrietta Maria, in different dresses and 
attitudes, and two pictuves of their children. No sovereign 
is so profusely and perseveringly represented. 

The qaeen's audience chamber 13 hung with tapestry repre- 
senting scenes from the book of Esther. This tapestry reade 
a e y gia t impression upon me. A knowledge of the dif- 
fi It t be overcome in the material part of painting is 
nil bt dly an unsuspected element of much of the pleasure 
w d from it ; and for this reason, probably, this tapestry 

aj p a d t us better tlian painting executed with equal spirit 
ill oils. We admired it exceedingly, entirely careless what 
critics might think of us if they knew it. 

Another room was hung with Gobelin tapestry represent- 
ing the whole of the tragedy of Medea. First you Lave 
Jason cutting doivn the golden fleece, while the dragon lies 
slain, and Medea is looking on in admiration. In another he 
pledges his love to Medea. In a third, the men sprung from 
the dragon's teetli are seen contending with each other. In 
another the un&ithful lover espouses Creusa. In the next 
Creusa is seen burning in tlie poisoned shirt, given her by 
Medea. In another Medea is seen in a cai- drawn by dragons, 
bearing her two children by Jason, whom she has stabbed in 
revenge for his desertion. Nothing can exceed the ghastly 
reality of deatli, as shown in the stiffened limbs and sharpened 
features of those dead children. The whole drawing and 
grouping is exceedingly spirited and lifelike, and has gi-eat 
power of impression. 

I was cliaimed also by nine landscapes of Zuccarelli, whicli 
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adorn tlie state drawing room. Zuccarelli was a follower of 
Claude, and these pictuied far exceed in effect any of Claude's 
I have yet seen. The charm of them does not lie merely In 
the atmospheric tints and effects, as those of Cuyp, but in tlie 
rich and fancifiil combination of objects. In. this respect they 
perform in pdnting what the first part of tiie Castle of Indo- 
lence, or Tennyson's Lotus Eaters, do ia poetry — evoke a 
fwryland. There was something peculiar about theii- cbann 
for me. 

Who can decide how much in a picture belongs to the idi- 
osyncrasies and associations of the pei-son who looks upon it. 
Artists undoubtedly powerful and fine may have nothing in 
Hxern which touches the nervous sympatliies and tastes of some 
persons : who, therefore, shall establish any authoritative canon 
of taste ? who shall say that Claude is finer than Zuccarelli, 
or Zuccarelli than Claude ? A man might as well say that 
the woman who enchants him is the only true Venus for the 
world. 

Tiien, again, how much in painting or in poetry depends 
upon the frame of mind in which we see or hear I "Whoever 
looks on these pictures, or reads the Lotus Eatera or Castle 
of Indolence, at a time when soul and body are weary, and 
longing for retirement and i-esf, will receive an impression 
from them such as could never be made on the strong nerves 
of our more healthful and hilarious seasons. 

Certainly no emotions so rigidly reject critical restraints, 
and disdain to be bound by rule, as those excited by the fine 
arts. A man unimpressible and incapable of moods and 
tenses, is for that reason an incompetent critic ; and the sensi- 
tive, excitable man, how can he know that ho does not impose 
his peculiai" mood as a general rule? 
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From the state rooms we were taken to the top of the Kouiid 
Tower, where we gMned a magnificent view of die Park of 
Windsor, with its regal avenue, miles in length, of ancient oaks ; 
its sweeps of greensward ; clumps of ti-ees ; its old Heme oak, 
of classic memory ; in short, all that constitutes the idea of a 
perfect English landscape. The English tree is shorter and 
stouter than ours ; its foliage dense and deep, lying with a full, 
rounding otitliue against tlie sky. Every thing here conveys 
the idea of eoncenfiatcd vitality, hut without that rank Iiix- 
uriauce seen in our American growth. Having nnfortmiately 
exhausted the English language on the suhject of grass, I will 
not repeat any ecstasies upon that topic 

After descending from the tower we filed off to the proper 
quarter, to show our orders for the private rooms. The state 
apartments, which we had been looking at, are open at all 
times, but the private apartments can oaly he seen in the 
queen's absence, and by a special permission, which had been 
procured for us on this occasion by the kindness of the Dueliess 
of Sutherland. 

One of the first objects that attracted my attention when 
entering the vestibule was a baby's wicker wf^on, standing in 
one comer ; it was much such a carriage as all mothers are 
familiar witli ; such as figures largely in the histoiy of almost 
every family. It had neat curtains aud cushions of green 
merino, and was not royal, only maternal. I m.used over the 
little thing with a good deal of interest. It is to my mind one 
of the providential signs of oiu- times, that, at this stormy and 
most ci-itied period of the world's history, the sovereignty of 
the most powerful nation on earth is represented by a woman 
and a mother. How many humanizing, gentle, and pacific in- 
fluences constantly emanate from tliis centre ! 
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One of the most interesting apartments was a long corridor, 
hung with piuntings and garnished along the sides with objects 
of art and virtu. Here C. and I renewed a dispute wliich had 
for some time been pending, in respect to Canaletlo's paint- 
ings. This Canaletto was a Venetian painter, who was boi'n 
about 1697, and died in London in 1768, and was greatly in 
vogue with the upper circles in those days. He delighted in 
arcliitectural paiafings, which he represents with the accu- 
racy of a daguerreotype, and a management of perspective, 
chiaro oscuro, and all the other mysteries of art, such aa make 
his paintings amount to about the same as the reality. 

Well, here, in this corridor, we had him in full force. Here 
was Venice served up to order — its streets, palaces, churches, 
bridges, canals, and gondolas made as real to our eye as if we 
were looking at them out of a window. I admired them very 
warmly, but I coald not go into tiie raptures that C. did, who 
kept calling me from every thing else that I wanted to see to 
come and look at this Canaletto. " "Well, I see it," said I ; 
" it is good — it is perfect — it cannot be bettered ; but what 
then? There is the same difference between tlieso and a 
landscape of Zuccarelli as there is between a neatly-arranged 
statistical treatise and a poem. The latter su^esfs a thousand 
images, the former gives you only information," 

We were quite interested in a series of paintings which 
represented the various events of the present queea's history. 
There was the coronation in Westminster Abbey — that na- 
tional romance which, for once in our prosiuc world, nearly 
turned the heads of aU the sensible }ieople on earth. Tliink 
of vesting the sovereignty of so much of the world in a fair 
young girl of seventeen I The picture is a very pretty one, 
and is taken at the very moment she is kneeling at the feet of 
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the Aiclibishop of Canltrlmry to recpive her crown. She is 
represented as a fair-haireil, interesting girl, the simplicity of 
her air coiitrasling strangely with the pomp and gorgeous 
display around. The painter has done justice to a tram of 
charming young ladies who surround her ; among the feces I 
recognized the blue eyes and noble forehead of the Duchess 
of Sutherland. 

Then followed, in due order, the baptism of children, the 
reception of poor old Louis Philippe in his exile, and va- 
rious other mattei'S of the sort which go to make up royal 
pictures. 

In the family breakfast room we saw some fine Gobelin 
tapestry, representing the classical story of Meleager. In one 
of the rooms, on. a pedestal, stood a gigantic china vase, a 
present from the Emperor of Russia, and in the state rooms 
before we had seen a lai-ge malachite vase from the same 
donor. The toning of this room, with regard to color, was 
like that of the room I described in Staffoi-d House — the 
carpet of green ground, with the same little leaf upon it, the 
walls, chairs, and sofes covered with green damask. Around 
the waUs of the room, in some places, were arranged cases of 
books about three feet high. I liked this arrangement partic- 
ularly, because it gives you the companionship of books in an 
apartment without occnpyijig that space of the wall which is 
advantageous for pictures. Moreover, books placed high 
against the walls of a room give a gloomy appearance to the 
apartment. 

The whole air of these rooms was very charming, sug- 
gestive of refined taste and domestic habits. The idea of 
home, whidi pervades every thing in England, from the cot- 
tage to the palace, was as mucli suggested here as in any 
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apartments I have seen. The walls of the diffei-ent roomg 
were decorated with portraits of tlie members of the royal 
family, and those of other European princes. 

After this we went through the kitchen department — saw 
the silver and gold plate of the table ; among the latter 
were some designs which I tliought particularly gracefuL To 
conclude all, we went through the stables. The man who 
showed them told us that several of tiie queen's favorite horses 
were taken to Osborne ; but there were many beautiful crea- 
tures left, which I regarded with great complacency. The 
stables and stalls were perfectly dean, and neatly kept ; and 
one, in short, derives fi-om the whole view of the economics 
of Wiadsor that satisfaction which results from seeing a thing 
thoroughly done in the beat conceivable manner. 

The management of the estate of "Windsor is, I am told, a 
model for all landholders in the kingdom. A society has been 
formed there, within a few years, under the patronage of tlie 
queen, Prince Albert, and the Duchess of Kent, in which the 
clergy aad gentry of the principal parishes in this vicinity are 
interested, for improving the condition of tlie laboring classes 
ia this re^on. The queen and Prince Albert have taken 
much intei-est in the planning and arranging of model houses 
for the laboi7ng people, which combine cheapness, neatness, 
ventilation, and aU the facOities for the formation of good 
personal habits. There is a school kept on the estate at 
"Windsor, in wliich the queen talios a very practical interest, 
regulating the books and studies, and paying fi-equent visita 
to it during the time of her sojourn here. The young girls 
are instructed in fine needlework ; hut the queen discourages 
embroidery and ornamental work, meaning to make practjcal, 
eificient wives for laboring men. These particulars, with 
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regard to tliis school, were related fo mc by a lady living in 
the vicinity of "Windsor. 

We went into St. George's Chapel, and there we were all 
exceedingly interested nnd enchained in view of the marble 
monument to the Prineeas Charlotte. It consists of tivo 
groups, and is desigoed to express, in one view, both the 
celestial and the terrestrial aspect of death — the visible and 
the invisible part of dying. For the visible part, you have the 
body of the princess in all the desolation and abandonment of 
death. The attitude of the figure is as if slie had thrown 
herself over in a convtilsion, and died. The body is lying 
listless, simply covered with a sheet, through every fold of 
■which you can see the utter relaxation of that moment when 
vitality departs, but the limbs have not yet stiffened. Her 
hand and a part of the arm ai-e hanging down, exposed to 
view beneath the sheet. 

Tour figures, with bowed heads, covered with drapery, are 
represented as sitting around in muto despair. The idea 
meant to be conveyed by the whole group is that of utter 
desolation and abandonment. All is over ; there is not even 
heart enough left in the mourners to straighten the corpse for 
the burial. The mute marble says, as plainly as marble can 
speak, "Let all go; 'tis no matter now; there is no more use 
in living — notliing to be done, nothing to be hoped!" 

Above this group rises the form of the princess, springing 
buoyant and elastic, on angel wings, a smile of triumph and 
aspiration lighting up her countenance. Her drapery floats 
behind her as she rises. Two angels, one carrying her infant 
child and the other with clasped hands of exultant joy, are 
nsing with her, in serene and solemn triumph. 

Now, I simply put it to you, or to any one who can judge 
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of poetry, if this is not a poetical conception. I ask any one 
who has a heart, if there is not pathos in it. Is there not a 
high poetic merit in the mere conception of these two scenes, 
thus presented? And had we seen it rudely chipped and 
chiselled out by some artist of the middle ages, whose Land had 
not yet been practised to do justice to his conceptions, should 
we not have said this sculptor had a glorious thought within 
hira ? But the chiselling of this piece is not unworthy the 
conception. Nothing can be more exquisite than the turn of 
the head, neck, and shoulders ; nothing more finely wrought 
thaa the triumphant smile of the angel princess; nothing 
could ba more artistic than the representation of death in aU 
its hopelessness, in the lower figure. The poor, dead hand, 
that shows itself beneath the sheet, has a^ nnuttci-ahle pathos 
and beauty in it. As to the working of the dmpeiy, — an 
inferior consideration, of course, — I see no reason why it 
should not compare advantageously wilh any in the Britihh 
Bluseum. 

"Well, you will ask, why are you going on in this argumen 

Let me tell you, then, a 

We saw this group of 

lumer, after a most fatiguing 

w were both tired and hungry, 

tiunly, — and yet it enchanled 

1 e, it made us all cry — a fact 

I yet. But, only thp next day, 

1 n I WTo p m my dmirafaon to an artist, who is 

t tl h Tad kn wa all that is proper to ho 

dnuied I wa. m t th — 

O, y 1 th<t 1 yoit? Sho<iing thing! Mis- 

erable taste — miserable ! " 
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" Dear me," ssui I, with apprehen&ioH, ' Tilnt i-. flie matter 
wiOi it ? " 

" O," said lie, " melodidmatic, mcloilranntic — terribly 

I waa so appalled liy this word, of whose meaning I had not 
a very clear idea, that I dropped the defence at once, and 
determined to reconsider my teajf. To have been actually 
made to cry by a thing that was melodramatic, was a distress- 
ing conaideralioii, Seriowslj, however, on reconsidering the 
objection, I see no sense in it. A thing may be ineludramatac, 
or any other otic that a man pleases , so that it be strongly 
suggestive, poetic, pathetic, it has a light to its own pecuilar 
place iu the world of art. If artists hod had their way in the 
creation of this world, tliere would have been only two or 
thi-ee kinds of things in it ; the first three or four things that 
God created would have been enacted into fixed rules for 
malsing aU the rest. 

But they let the works of nature alone, because they know 
there is no hope for them, and content themselves with enact- 
ing rules iu literature and art, which make all the perfection 
and grace of the past so many impassable harriers to progresit 
in future. Because the ancients kept to unity of idea in their 
groups, and attained to most beautiful results by doing so, shall 
no modem make an antithesis in marble ? And why has not 
a man a right to dramatize in marble as well as on canvas, if 
he can produce a powerful and effective result by so doing ? 
And even if by being melodramatic, as the terrible word is, 
he can shadow forth a grand and comforting religious idea— 
if he can unveil to those who have seen only the desolation 
of death, its glory, and its triumph — who shall say that he may 
not do so, because he violates the lines of some old Greek 
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artist ? Wtere iTOuld SliaJispeare'a dramas have l)oeii, had he 
studied the old dramatic unities ? 

So, you see, like an ohstinato republican, as I am, I defend 
my riglit to have my own opinion about tliia monument, 
albeit the guide hook, with its usual diplomatic caution, says, 
" It is in very questionable taste." 

We went for oiir dinner to the WInte Hart, the very 
inn whieii Shaltspeare celebrates in his Merry "Wives, and 
had a most overflowing, merry time of it. The fact is, we 
had not seen each other for so long that to he in each other's 
company for a whole day was quite a siimulant. 

After dinner we had a beautiful drive, passing the colleges 
at Eton, and seeing the boys out playing cricket ; had an ex- 
cellent opportunity to think how true Gray's poem on the 
Prospect of Eton is to boy-nature then, now, and forever. 
We were bent upon looking up the church which gave rise to 
his Elegy in a Country Churchyard, intending, when we got 
there, to have a little scene over it ; Mr. S., in aU tlie con- 
scious importance of having been there before, assuring us 
that lie knew exactly where it was. So, after some difficulty 
with our coachman, and being stopped at one church which 
would not answer our purpose in any respect, we wore at 
last set down by one which looked authentic ; embowered in 
mossy elms, with a most ancient and goblin yew tree, an ii'y- 
maatled tower, all perfect as could be. 

There had been a spi-inkle of rain, — an ornament which 
few English days want, — and the westering beams of the sun 
twinkled through innumerable drops. In faet, it was a pretty 
place ; and I felt such "dispositions to melancholies," as Sir 
Hugh Evans would have it, that I half resented Mr. S.'s 
suggestion that the care were waiting. However, as ho was 
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to Speak at a pea m f g L idon, it was agreed 
he should leave ns there to t 11 hil he took the cars. 
So away he went ; aud we leaning on th old fence, repeated 
the Elegy, which certainly ppl h a beautifully as lan- 
guage could apply. 

What a calm, shady, p t o I natu la expressed in tliese 
lines ! Gray seems to 1 a li n nt into the world for 
nothing but to he a poem like m f those fahulous, shad- 
owy beings which haunted the cool grottoes on Grecian moun- 
tains; creatures that seem to have no practical vitality — 
to he only a kind of voice, an echo, heard for a little, and 
then lost in silence. He seemed to be in himself a kind of 

From thiinee we strolled along, enjoying the beautiful rural 
scenery Having had a kind invitation to visit Labouchere 
Pirk that day, which we were obliged to dechne for want 
of time, we were pleased to discover that we had two more 
hours, jn which we could easily accomplish a stroll there. 
By ■^ moat singular infelicity, our party became separated ; 
and, miaunderitindm' each other, we remained waiting for 
"W till it vias too I'ite for us to go, whOe he, on the other 
hinl luppofing ui to hive walked before him, was redoubling 
his speed all the while, hoping to overtake us. In conse 
quenoe of this, he accomplished the walk to LahoucJiere Park, 
and we waited in the dismal depot till it was too late to wail 
any longer, and finally went into London without him. 

After all, ima^ne our chagi-in on being infoi'med that we 
had not been to the genuine churchyard. Tlie gentleman 
who wept over the scenes of his early days on the wrong 
doorstep was not more grievously disappointed. However, 
he and we could both console ourselves with the reflection 
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that tlip emotion was "wimirible, and wintoil only flip right 
place lo mikp it the moat ippropnite in the woild The 
genuine country cliuicliyii'l, however, wis thit at Stoke 
Pogis, ^hicli we sliould hA\e seen h^d not the fates forbid- 
den oui goin' to Lihoucliero Park 
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Dear Sistek : — 

The evening after our return from Windsor was spent with 
our kind fi-iends, Mr. and Mrs. Gximey, Mr. Gurney ia i-ector 
of Maiy-le-Bone pai'ish, one of Uie largest districts in Lon- 
don ; and he is, I have heen told, one of the court chaplains ; 
a man of the moat cultivated and agreeable manners, earnestly 
and devoutly engaged in the business of his calling. As one 
of the working men of the church establishment, I felt a 
strong interest in his views and opinions, and he seemed to 
take no less interest in mine, as coming from a coimtiy where 
there is and can be no church establishment He asked many 
questions about America ; the general style of our preaching ; 
the character of our theology ; our modes of religious action j 
our revivals of religion ; our flieoriea of sudden and insta,nta- 
neous eooversion, as distinguished from the gradual conver- 
sion of education ; our temperance societies, and the stand 
taken by our clergy in behalf of temperance. 

He wished to know how the English style of preaching ap- 
peared to me in comparison with that of America. I told him 
one principal difference that strudc me was, that the English 
preaching did not i-ecognize the existence of any element of 
inquiry or doubt in the popnlai' mind ; that it treated certain 
truths as axioms, which only needed to be stated to be be- 
lieved ; whereas in American sermons there is always more 
or less time employed in explaining, proving, and answering 
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objections to, the truUis enforcecl. I quoted Baptist Noel's 
sermon iu illustration of what I meant, 

I asked him to what extent the element of scepticism, with 
regard to religious truth, had pervaded the mind of England? 
adding that I had inferred its existence there firom such novels 
as those of Kingeley. He thought tkat there was much of 
this element, parficularly in the working classes ; that they 
were coming to regard the clergy with suspicion, and to he 
leaa nnder their infiuence than in former times ; aud said 
it was a matter of much sohcitude to know how to reach 

I told him that I had heard an American clergyman, who 
had travelled in England, say, that dissenters were treated 
much as free negroes were in America, and added that my 
experience must have been very exceptional, or the remai-k 
much overstated, as I had met dissenting clergymen in all 
circles of society. He admitted that there might ha a good 
deal of higotry in this respect, but added that the infreqnency 
of assodation was more the result of tliose droumstanees 
which would naturally draw tJie two parlies to themselves, 
than to superciliousness on the side of the estabhshment, add- 
ing that where a court and aristocracy were in the established 
church, there would necessarily be a pressure of fashion in 
its favor, which might at times bring uncomfortable results. 

The children were sitting hy studying their evening lessons, 
and I begged Mrs. Gumey to allow me to look over their 
geographies and atlases ; and on her inquiring why, I told her 
that well-informed people in England sometimes made such 
unaccountable mistakes about the geogi'aphy of our country 
as were quite sm-prising to me, and that 1 did not understand 
how it was that our children should know so much more about 
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England tlian they about us. I found the cMdi-en, however, 
in possession of a very excellent and authentic map of our 
country. I must say also that the most highly educated peo- 
ple I have met in England have never betrayed any want of 
information on this subject. 

The next morning we hfid at breakfast two clergymen, 
members of the established cliOTch. They appeared to be 
most exceUent, devout, praeticaJ men, ansious to do good, and 
thoughtfiiUy seeking for snggesiions from any quarter which 
might assist Ihem in fheir labors. They renewed many 
of the inciuiries which Mr. Gumcy had made the evening 
before. 

After breaifast I went with Mr. Gurney and Mr. S. to 
Richmond's studio to sit for a hkcness, which is to be pre- 
sented to Mr, S. by several friends, Kiehmond's name is 
one which in this London sphere has only to he announced 
to explain itself; not to know Km argues yourself mi- 
known. He is one of the most successful artists in a cer- 
tain line of portrait painting that the present day affords. 
He devotes himself principally to crayon and water-color 
sketches. His crayon heads are generally the size of life ; 
hia water-colors of a small size. He often takes full-lengths 
in this way, whidi render not merely the featm^s, but the 
figure, air, manner, and what is characteristic about the dress. 
These latter sketches are finished up veiy highly, with the 
minuteness of a miniature. His forte consists in seizing and 
fixing those fleeting traits of countenance, air, and movement, 
which go so fai towards mating up our idea of a person's 
appearance. Many of tlie engravings of distinguished per- 
sons, with which we are familial', have come from his desigas, 
Buch as Wilberforee, Sir Fowell Buxlfln, Elizabetli Fry, and 



I ..Google 



5i ^UHNl MfcilOriEo OF FDPEI N I V^DS. 

otliPib I fDund his studio quite \ gallpiy ot notabilities, al- 
most \]i tl e distinques of the diy having -jat to him ; so I 
eta tainly had the iiat 'dHetion of feehng myself in good com- 
pany Mr Richmond looks qi lie youthful (but I never can 
judgp of any onea age heie) is most igieeible in conver- 
sation full of anecdote in regard to all the moving life of 
Lf ndon I piLSume liia po vei of entei-tjimne conversatioa is 
one bficiet of his succeasful htenessea. Sjihb portrait painters 
keep calling on you for expression all the while, ajid say noth- 
ing in the world to awaken it. 

From Eichmond's, Mr. S., C^ and I droveoiit to call upon 
Kossuth, "We found Iiim in an obscure lodging on the out- 
skirts of Iiondon, I would that some of the editors in Amer- 
ica, who have thrown out insinuations about his living in lux- 
ury, could have seen the utter bareness and plainness of the 
reception room, which had nothing in it beyond the simplest 
nece^aries. Here dwells the man whose greatest fault is an 
imdying love of hia country. Wc all know that if Kossuth 
would have taken wealth and a securo retreat, with a life of 
ease for himself, America would gladly have laid all these at 
his feet. But because he could not acquiesce in the uimier- 
ited dishonor of his country, he lives a life of obscurity, pov- 
erty, and labor. All this was written in his pale, worn 
face, and sad, thoughtful blue eye. But to me the un- 
selfish patriot is moi-e venerable for hia poverty and his 
misfortunes. 

Have we, among the thousands who speak loud of patriot- 
ism in America, masy men, who, were she enfeebled, despised, 
and trampled, would forego self, and sufier as long, as patient- 
ly for her? It is even easier to die for a good cause, in some 
hour of high enthusiasm, when aU that is noblest in us can be 
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roused to one great YCnture, than to live for it amid wearing 
years of discouragement and liope delayed. 

Thei-e are those even here ia England who delight to get 
up slanders agwnst Kossuth, and not long ago some most un- 
founded charges were thrown out against him in some public 
prints. By way of counterpoise an enthusiastic public meel^ 
ing was held, in which he was presented with a splendicT set 
of Shakspeare. 

He entered into conversation with us with cheerfubiess, 
speaking English well, though with tlie idioms of foreign lan- 
guages. He seemed quite amused at llie sensation which had 
been excited by Mr. S.'s cotton speech in Exeter Hall. C. 
asked him if he had still hopes for his cause. He answered, 
" I hope still, became I work still ; my hope is in God and in 

I inquired for Madame Kossuth., and lie answered, "I have 
not yet seen her to-day," adding, " she has her family affairs, 
you know, madam ; we are poor exiles here ; " and, feai'ing to 
cause embarrassment, I did not press an interview. 

When we parted he took my hand kindly, and said, " God 
bleM you, my child." 

I would not lose my faith in such men for any tliin;; the 
world could give me. There are some people who involve 
in themselves so many of the elements which go to make up 
our confidence in human nature generally, that to lose con- 
fidence in them seems to undermine our faith in htiman virtue. 
As Shakspeare says, their defection would bo Kke " another 
lall of man." 

We went back to Mr. Gumey's to lunch, and then, as the 
afternoon was fine, Mr. and Mrs, Gurney drove with us in 
their carriage to Pembruke Lodge, llio country seat of Lord 
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Jo!in EusseU. It was an uncommnnly beautiful afternoon, 
and the view from Richmond Hill was as jjerfect a specimen 
of an English landscape, seen under the most benignant aus- 
pices, as we could hope to enjoy. Orehai-ds, gai-dens, rilhis, 
charming meadotre enamelled with flowers, the silver windings 
of the Thames, tlie luxuriant outlines of the foliage, varied 
here aad thei-e by the graceful perpendicular of the poplai-s, 
all formed one of the richest of landscapes. The brow of the 
hill is beautifully laid out with tufta of trees, winding patlis, 
diversified here and there with arbors and rustic seats. 

Kichmond Park is adorned with clumps of ancient trees, 
among which troops of deer were strolling. Pembroke I^odge 
is a plain, unostentatious building, rising in the midst of eJiarm- 
ing grounds. We were received in the drawing room by 
the young ladies, and wei-e sorry to learn that Lady Eus- 
seU was so unwell as to be unable to give us her company 
at dinner. Two chai'ming little boys came m, and a few mo- 
ments after, then" father, Lord John. I had been much pleased 
witli finding on the centre table a beautiful edition of that re- 
vered friend of my childhood, Dr. Watfs's Divine Songs, 
finely illustrated. I remarked to Lord Join that it was 
the face of an old friend. He said it was presented to liia 
little boys by their godfather. Sir George Grey ; and when, 
taking one of the litlie boys on his knee, he asked him if he 
could repeat me one of iiis hymns, tie whole thing seemed bo 
New England-like that I began to feel myself quite at home. 
I hope I shall some day sec in America an edition of Dr. 
"Watts, in which the illustrations do as much justice to the au- 
thor's senliments as in this, for in all our modern i-eligioua 
works for children there is nothing that excels these divine 
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There were only a few guests ; among them Sir George 
Grey and lady ; be is nephew to Barl Grey, of reform mem- 
ory, and she is the eldest daughter of the pious and learned 
Bishop Eyder, of Lichfield. Sir George is a man of great 
piety and worth, a liberal, and much interested in all benev- 
olent movements. There was also the Earl of Albemai'le, 
who is a colonel in the army, and has served many years ua- 
der Wellington, a particulaily cheerful, entertaining, conver- 
sable man, full of anecdote. He told several very chai'acter- 
islic and coinical stories about the Duie of "Wellington. 

At dinner, among other things, the conversatJon turned upon 
hunting. It always seemed to me a curious thing, that in the 
height of English civilization this vestige of the savage state 
should still remain. I told Lord Albemarle that I thought 
the idea of a whole concourse of strong men turning out to 
hunt a poor fox or hare, creatures so feeble and iusigniflcant, 
and who can do nothing to defend themselves, was hardly con- 
sistent with manliness ; that if they had some oi' our American 
buffaloes, or a Bengal IJger, the affair would be something 
more dignified and generous. Thereupon tiiey only laughed, 
and told stories about fox hunters. It seems that killing a 
fox, except in the way of hunting, is deemed among huntere 
an unpardonable offence, and a man who has the misfortune 
to do it would he almost as unwilling fo let it be known as if 
he had killed a man. 

They also told about deer stalking in the highlands, in 
which exercise I inferred Lord John had been a proficient. 
The conversation reminded me of the hunting stories I 2iad 
heard in the log cabins in Indiana, and I amused myself with 
thinking how some of the narrators would appear among my 
high-bred friends. There is such a quaint viva<aly and di'oll- 
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ery about that Iialf-savage western life, as always gives it a 
charm in my recollection. I thought of the jolly old hunter 
who always concluded the operations of the day by dischar- 
ging Li3 rifle at his candle after he had snugly ensconced him- 
self in bed ; and of the celebrated scene in which Henry Clay 
won an old liunter's vote in an election, by his aptness in turn- 
ing into a political simile some points in the management of a 
rifle. 

Now there is, to my mind, something inlinitely more sublime 
about hunting in real eai'nest ainid tite solemn shadows of onr 
interminable foi-ests, than in malting believe hunt in parka. 

It is undoubtedly the fact, that tfeeae out-of-door sports of 
England have a great deal to do with the firm health which 
men here enjoy. Speaking of this subject, I could not help 
expressing my surprise lo Lord John at the apparently perfect 
health enjoyed by members of ParUament, notwithstanding 
theii' pi-otracted night labors. He thinks that the session of 
Parliament this year will extend neai-ly to August. Speaking 
of breakfasts, he said fiey often had delightful breakfasts about 
three o'clock in the day ; this is a total reverse of all our ideas 
in regard to time. 

After dinner Lord and Lady RibbJesdale came in, connec- 
tions of Lord John by a former marriage. I sat by Lord 
John on the sofa, and listened with great interest to a convert 
sation between him and Lady Grey, on the working of the 
educational system in England; a subject which has partic- 
ularly engaged the attention of the English government since 
the reign of the present queen. I found a difiiculty in under- 
standing many of the terms tliey used, though I learned much 
that interested me. 

After a while I went to Lady liiissell's apartment, and had 
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an Iioiu' of very pleasant conversation with her. It greatly 
enlarges our confidence in human nature to find sudi idenfity 
of feeling anil opinion among the really good of different 
countries, and of all different circles in those countries. I 
have never been more impressed with this idea than during 
my sojoTirn heie in England. Different as the institutions of 
England and America are, they do not prevent the formation 
of a very general basis of agreement in so far as radical ideas 
of practical morality and religion are concerned ; and I am 
increasingly certain that there is a foundation for a lastii^ 
unity between the two countries which shall increase constant- 
ly, as the increasing facilities of communication lessen the dis- 
tance between us. 

Lady Eussell inquired with a good deal of interest after 
Prescott, our historian, and expressed the pleasure which she 
and Lord John had derived flrom Ma writings. 

We left early, after a most agreeable evening. The next 
day at eleven o'clock we went to an engagement at Lambeth 
Palace, where we had been invited by a kind note from its 
venerable master, the Archbishop of Canterbury. Lambeth 
is a stately pile of quaint, antique buildings, rising most mag- 
nificently on the banks of the Thames. It is sun'ounded by 
beautiful grounds, laid out with choice gardening. Through 
an ancient hall, lighted by stmned-glass windows, we were 
ushered into the drawing room, where the guests were assem- 
bling. There was quite a number of people there, a:iiong 
others &G lady and eldest son of tiie Bishop of London, the 
Earl and Countess Waldegrave, and the family fHf;uds of the 
archbishop. 

The good archbishop was kind and benign, as usual, and 
gave me his arm while we explored the euiiosities of tha 
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palate. Now, my dear, if you will please fo j^ecoUett thiit the 
guidebook Bays, "this paltice contains all the gradations of 
architecture from early English to late perpendicular," you 
will certainly not expect me to describe it in one letter. It 
has been the residence of the archbishops of Canterbury from 
time immemorial, both in the days before ilie reformation and 

The cliapel was built between the years 1200 and 1300, 
and there used to be painted windows in it, as Archbishop 
Laud says, which contained the whole history of the world, 
from the creation to the day of judgment. "Unfortunaf«ly 
these comprehensive windows were destroyed in the civil wm^. 

The part called the Lollards' Tower is celebrated as having 
been the reputed prison of the Lollards. These Lollards, 
perhaps you will remember, were the followers of John "Widi- 
liffe, called Lollards as Orist was called a " Nazarene," sim- 
ply because the word was a term of reproach. WiekOffe him- 
self was summoned here to Lambeth to give an account of his 
teachings, and in 1382, WUliaia Courtnay, Archbishop of Can- 
terbury, called a council, which condemned his doctrines. The 
tradition is, tliat at various times these Lollards were impris- 
oned here. 

In order to get to the tower we had to go through a great 
many apartmeats, passages, and corridors, and terminate all 
by dimbing a winding staircase, steeper and narrower than 
was at all desirable for any but wicked heretics, who ought to 
be made as uncomfortable as possible. However, by reason- 
able perseverance, the archbishop, the bishop's lady, and all 
the noble company present found themselves safely at the top. 
Our host remarked, I think, that it was the second time he 
had ever been there. 
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Tlie room ia thii-teen feet hy twelve, snA about eigiit feet 
high, wainscotted with oat, which is serawled over with names 
and inscriptions. There ai-e eight large iron rings in the wall, 
to wtich fJie prisoners were chained; foi' aught we know, 
"Wickliffe himself may have been one. As onr kind host 
moved about among ns with his pladd face, we eonld not but 
thini that times had altered since the days when arehhishops 
used to imprison heretics, and preside over grim, inquisitorial 
tribunals. We al! agreed, however, that, considering the very 
beautiful prospect this tower commands up and down the 
Thames, the poor Lollards in some respects might have been 
worse lodged. 

"We passed through the guai'd room, library, and along a 
corridor where hung a row of pictures of all the archbishops 
from the very earliest times ; and then the archbishop took me 
into his study, which is a most charming room, containing his 
own private library ; after that we aU sat down to lunch in a 
large dining hall. I was seated between the archbishop and a 
venerable admiral in the navy. Among other tilings, the 
latter asked me if there wei-e not many rajiroad and steam 
boat accidents in America. my (.ountiynien, what trouble 
do you make us in foreign lands by jour tu-iible carelessness' 
I was ohUged, in candor, to say that I thought there w is t 
shocking number of accidents of that sort, ind suggested the 
best excuse I could think of — our jouth iivl mexpeneoce , 
but I certainly thought my venei-ahle fuenl hil touched i 
very indefensible point. 

Am.ong other topics discussed in the drawmg room, I heard 
some more on diis respecting spiritual rappiogs. Every body 
seems to be wondering what they are, and what they are go- 
ing to amount to. 
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We took leave of our liiiid host and his family, grate- 
fully impressed -with the simplicity and sincere cordiality of 
our reception. There ai-e many different names for goodness 
in this world ; buf, after all, ti-ue brotherly kindness and chaa>- 
ity is mucli the same thing, whether it show itself by a Qua- 
ker's fireside or in an archbishop's palace. 

Leavmg the archbishop's I went to Eichmond's ag^n, where 
I was most agreeably entertained for an hour or two. "We 
Lave an engagement for Plaj^ord Hall to-morrow, and wo 
breaJifast with Joseph Sturge : it being now the time of the 
yearly meeting of the Friends, he and his family arc in town. 
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LETTER XXIV. 

My dear S, ; — 

The next morning C. and I took the cars to go into the 
country, to Playibrd Hall. "And what's Piayfiird Hall?" 
you say. " And wliy did you go to see it ? " As to what it 
is, here is a reasonably good picture before you. As to wby, 
it was for many years the residence of Thomas ChirlisoTi, and 
is now the residence of his venerable widow and lier family. 

Playford Hall is considered, I think, the oldest of the for- 
tified houses in England, and is, I am told, tbe only one that 
has water in the moat. The water which is seen girdling the 
wall, iu the picture, is the moat : it surrounds the place en- 
tirely, leaving no access except across the bridge, which is 
here represented. 

After crossing this bridge, you come into a green court 
yard filled with choice plants and flowering shrubs, and car- 
peted irith that thick, soft, velvet-like grass which is to be 
found nowhere else in so perfect a state as in England. 

The water is fed by a perpetual spring, whose current is so 
sluggish as scarcely to be perceptible, but which yet has the 
vitality of a running stream. 

It has a dark and glassy stillness of surface, ouly broken 
by the forms of the water plants, whose leaves float tliichly 
over it. 

The walls of tlie moat ai-e green with ancient moss, and 
fi-om the crevices springs an abundant flowering vine, whose 
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delicate leaves and bright yellow flowers in some places en- 
tirely mantle the stones with iheir graceful drapeiy. 

The picture I have given you i-epresents only one side of 
Uie moat. Tlie other aide is grown up with dark and tluck 
sliruhbery and ancient trees, rising and embowering the entire 
place, adding to the retired and singular effect of the whole. 
Tlie place is a specimen of a sort of thing which does not 




exist in America. It is one of those sigoificant landmarks 
which unite the present with the past, for which we must re- 
turn to the country of our origin. 

Plajford Hall is peculiarly English, and Thomas Clark- 
son, for whose sake I visited it, was as peculiarly an Eng- 
lishman — a specimen of the veiy best kind of English 
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mind and chai-actor, as tliis is of characteristic English 
arctitectui-e. 

We Anglo-Saxons have won a hard name in the world. 
There are undoubtedly bad things which are trae ahout us. 

Taking our developments as a race, both in England aiid 
America, we may be justly called the Eomans of the nine- 
teenth century. We have been the race which has conquered, 
subdued, and broken in pieces other weaker races, with httle 
regard either to justice or mercy. With regard to benefits by 
us imparted to conquered nations, I think a better story, on 
the whole, can be made out for the Romans than for us. Wit- 
ness the treatment of the Chinese, of the tribes of India, and 
of our own American Indnns 

But stiU there is in Anglo-Saxon blojQ, a vigorous sense 
of justice, aa appeals m oui Iiabeih corpus, our juiy trials, 
and othei features of st^te oipanizatjoo , and, when this is 
tempeied, m mdividual", with the elements of gentleness and 
compassion, and enforced by that energy and indomitable pei- 
severance which are characteristie of tlie Anglo-Saxon mind, 
they form a style of philanthropy peculiai-ly efficient. In 
short, the Anglo-Saxoa is efficient, in whatever he sets him- 
self about, whether in crushing the weak or lifting them up. 

Thomas Clarkson was bom in a day when good, pious peo- 
ple imported cargoes of slaves from Africa, as one of the reg- 
ular Christianized modes of gaining a subsistence and provid- 
ing for themselves and their households. It was a thing that 
eveiy body was doing, and every body thought they had a right 
to do. It was supposed that all the sugar, molasses, and rum 
in the world were dependent on stealing men, women, and 
children, and could be got in no other way ; and as to consume 
Bugai-, molasses, and rum, were evidently the chief ends of 
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human existence, it followe'l that mfii, irnmer, ami children 
must be stoJea to the end of time. 

Some good peojile, when they now and then heard an 
appaUhig story of the cruelties practised in the slave ship, 
declared that it was really too bad, syropathetieally remarlced, 
" What a soiTO'R'ftil world we live in ! " stirred their sugai- 
into their tea, and went on as before, because, what was there 
to do? — "Hadn't eveiy body always done it? and if they 
didn't do it, wouldn't somebody else?" 

It is true that for many years individuals at different times 
liad remonstrated, written treatises, poems, stories, and move- 
ments had been made by some religious bodies, pariicularly 
the Quakers, but the opposition had amounted to nothing prac- 
tJcaliy efficient. 

The attention of Clarkson was first timied to the subject by 
Laving it given out as the theme for a prize composition in his 
college class, he being at that time a sprightly young man, 
aboitt twenty-four years of age. He entered into the investi- 
gation with no other purpose than to see what he could make 
of it as a college theme. 

He says of himself, "I had expected pleasure fram the 
invention of aj-gumenta, from tlie aiTangement of them, from 
die putting of them fogefher, and from the thought^ in the in- 
terim, that I was engaged in an iaaoceat contest for literary 
honor; but all my pleasures were damped by the /acts which 
were now continually before me. 

"It was but one gloomy subject from moniing till night; in 
the daytime I was uneasy, in the night I liad httle rest ; I 
sometimes never closed my eyelids for grief." 

It became not how so much a trial for academical reputar- 
lion as to write a work which should be useful to Africa. It 
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is not surprising tLat a work written under the force of pndi 
feelings siiould have gained the prize, aa it did. Clarkson 
was summoned from London to Cambridge, to deliver his 
prize essay publicly. He says of himself, on returning to 
London, " The subject of it almost wholly engrossed my 
thoughts. I became at times very seriously affected while on 
the road. I stopped my horse occasionally, dismounted, and 
wallied. 

" I frequently tried to persuade myself that the contents of 
my essay could not be true ; but the more I reflected on the 
authorities on which they were founded, the more I gave them 
credit Comiog in sight of Wade's Mill, in Hertfordshire, I 
sat down disconsolate on the turf by the roadside, and held 
my horse. Here a thought came into my coind, that if the 
contents of the essay were true, it was time that somebody 
should see these calamities to an end." 

These reflections, as it appeara, were put off for a while, 
but returned again. 

This young and noble heart was of a kind that could not 
comfort itself so easily for a brother's sorrow aa many do. 

He aays of himself, " In the course of the autumn of the 
same year, I waJked frequently into the woods, that I might 
think of the subject in sohtude, and find relief to my mind 
there ; but there the question sUll recurred, ' Are these tilings 
true ? ' Still, the answer followed as instfmtaneously, ' They 
are ; ' siill the result accompanied it — surely some person 
should interfere. I began to envy those who had seats in Par- 
Ihunent, riches, and widely-extended connections, which would 
enable them to take up this ca,use. 

" Finding scarcely any one, at the time, who thought of ii, 
I was turned frequently to myself; but hero maJiy <lifficultks 
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arose. It struck me, among otters, that a young man only 
twenty-fouT years of age could not tave that solid judgment, 
or tliat knowledge of men, manners, and things, ■which were 
requisite to qualify him to undertake a task of such magni- 
tude and importance ; and with whom was I to unite ? I be- 
heved, also, that it looked so much like one of the feigned 
labors of Hercules, tliat my understanding would be suspected 
if I proposed it." 

He, however, resolved to do somelhing for the cause by 
translating his essay from Latin into English, enlarging and 
presenting it to the public. Immediately on tlie publication 
of this essay he discovered, to his a'itoniahmeat and delight, 
that he was not the only one who had been infei-esfed ia this 
subject 

Being inTited to the house of "WUlIaiii Dillwyn, one of these 
friends to tlie cause, he says, " How surprised was I to learn, 
in tlie course of our conversation, of the labors of Granville 
Sliarp, of the writings of Kamsey, and of tlie controversy in 
which the latter was engaged ! of all which, I had hitherto 
known nothing. How surprised was I to leai-n that William 
DUlwyii had, two years before, tBsociated himself with five 
others for the purpose of enlightening the public mind on 
this great subject ! 

"How astonished was I to find that a society hiid been 
formed in America for the same object! These thoughts al- 
most overpowered me. My mind was overwhelmed by tlie 
thought that I had been providentially directed to this house ; 
the finger of Providence was beginning fo be diseemible, and 
that the daystar of African liberty was rising." 

After this he associated with many friends of the cause, and 
at last it became evident that, in order fo effect any thing, ho 
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must sacrifice all other prospects in life, and devote himself 
exclusively to tMs worlt. 

He saja, after mentioning reasons whicli prevented all liia 
associates from doing this, "I could look, therefore, to no 
person but myself; and the question was, whetlier I was pre- 
pared to make the sacrifice. In favor of the undertaking, I 
m^ed to myself that never was any cause, ivliich had been 
taken vp by man, in any country or in any age, so great and 
important ; that never was there one in which so much misery 
was heard to cry for redress ; that never vras there one in 
which so much good could be done ; never one in which the 
duty of ChristiaJi charif.y could be so extensively exercised ; 
never one more worthy of the devotion of a whole life towards 
it ! and that, if a man thought properly, he ought to rejoice 
to have heen called info existence, if lie were only permitted 
to become an instrument in forwarding it in any part of its 
progress. 

"Against these sentiments, on the other hand, I had to urge 
that I had heen designed for the chvtrch ; that I had already 
advanced as far as deacon's older? in it, tliat my prospects 
there on account of my connections were then briUnnt ; that^ 
by appearing to desert my profession, mv iimdj i^ould he 
dissatisfied, if not unhappy Thpae thoughts picssed upon 
me, and rendered the conflict difficult. 

"But the sacrifice of my piospects staggeied me, I own, the 
most. When the otiier objections which I have related oc- 
curred to me, my enthusiasm instantly, hke a flash of lighlr 
ning, consumed them ; hut this stuck to nie, and troubled me. 
I had ambition. I had a thirst after worldly interest and 
honoi-s, and I could not extinguish it at once. I was more 
than two hours in sollliide under this painful conflict. Al 
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JcEgtli I yielded, not because I saw any reasonable prospect 
of success in my new undertaking, — for all cool-lieaded and 
cool-hearted men would have pronounced against it, — but in 
obedience, I believe, to a liiglier Power. And I can say, that 
both on the moment of this resolution and for some time aft«r- 
wai-ds, I bad more sublime and happy feelings than at any 
former period of my life." 

lu order to show !iow tliia enterprise was looked upon and 
talked of very commonly by the majority of men in those 
times, we will extract the following passage from Boswell's 
Life of Johnson, in which Bozzy thus enters his solemn pro- 
test : " The wild and dangerous attempt, which has for some 
time been persisted in, to obtain an act of our legislature to 
abolish so very important and necessary a branch of commer- 
cial interest, must have been crushed at once, had not the in- 
significance of the zealots, who vainly took the lead in it, made 
the vast body of planters, merchants, and others, whose im- 
mense properties are involved in that trade, reasonably enough 
suppose that there could be no danger. The encouragement 
which the attempt has received exdtes my wonder and indig- 
nation ; and though some mea of superior abilities have sup- 
ported it, whether from a love of temporary popularity when 
prosperous, or a love of general mischief when desperate, 
my opinion is unsbaken. 

"To abolish a itatus which in all ages God has sanctioned, 
and man has continued, would not only be robbery to an innu- 
merable class of our fellow-subjects, but it would be extreme 
cruelty to the Afiican savages, a portion of whom it saves 
from massacre or intolerable bondage in their own country, 
and introduces into a mucli happier state of life ; especially 
now, when their passage to the We:it Indies, and tlicii" treat- 
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ment there, is humanely i-egiilated. To abolish this trade 
wouH he fo 



One of the first steps of Clarkson and his associates waa 
the formatioa of a coramitf«e of twelve persona, for the collec- 
tion and dissemination of information on tlie subject. 

The contest now began in earnest, a contest as sublime as 
any the world ever saw. 

The abolition controversy more fully aroused the virtue, 
the talent, and tlie religion of the great English n^ion, than 
any other event or crisia which ever occurred. 

Wilberforce waa the leader of the question in Parliament. 
The other members of the antislavery committee performed 
those labors which were necessary out of it, 

This labor consisted prineipaUy in the coUection of evidence 
with regard lo the traffic, and the presentation of it before 
the public mind. In tliis labor Clarkson waa particularly en- 
gaged. The subject was hemmed in with the same difficulties 
that now beset tlie antislavery cause in America. Those who 
knew most about it were precisely those whose interest it was 
to prevent inquiry. An immense moneyed interest was ai-- 
rayed agmnst investigation, and waa detennined to suppress 
the agitation of the subject. Owing to this powerful pressure, 
many, who were ia possession of facts which would bear upon 
this subject, refused to communicate them ; and often, after a 
long and wearisome joiumey in search of an individual who 
could throw light upon the subject, Clartson had the mortiiica- 
fion to find his lips sealed by interest or timidity. As usud, 
the cause of oppression was defended by the most impudent 
lying; the slave trade was asserted to be the latest revised 
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edition of philanthropy. It was smd that the poor African, 
the slave of miserable oppression in his own country, was 
wafted by it to an asylum in a Clirisdan land ; that the middle 
passage was to the poor negro a perfect Elysium, infinitely 
happier than any thing he had ever inown in his own coun- 
try. All this was said while manacles, and handcuffs, and 
tiiumbsci-cws, and instruments to force open the mouth, were 
a regular part of the stock for a slave ship, and were hanging 
in the sliop windows of Liverpool for sale. 

For Clarkson's attention was first called! to these things hy 
observing them in the shop window, and on inquiring tlic use 
of one of them, the man informed him that many times ne- 
groes were sulky, and tried to starve themselves to death, and 
this instrument was used to force open their jaws. 

Of Clarkson's labor in this invest igatjon some idea may be 
gathered {mm his own words, when, stating that for a season 
he was compelled to retire from the cause, he thus speaks : — 

" As far as I myself was concerned, all exertion was then 
over. The nervous system was almost shattered to pieces. 
Eotli my memory and my hearing failed me. Sudden dizzi- 
nesses seized my head. A confused singing in the ear fol- 
lowed me wherever I went. On going to bed the very stairs 
seemed to dance up and down under me, so that, misijlactng 
my foot, I sometimes felh Talking, too, if it contioued but 
half an hour, exhausted me so that profuse perspiration fol- 
lowed, and the same effect was produced even by an active 
exertion of the mind for the like time. 

" These disorders had been bi'ought on by degrees, in con- 
sequence of the severe labors necessarily attached to the pro- 
motion of the cause. For seven years I had a correspondence 
to maintain with four hundred persons, with my own hand ; I 
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had some book or otlier annually to write ia. behalf of the 
cause. In this time I had travelled more than thirty-five 
thousand miles in search of evidence, and a great pari of these 
journeys in the night. All this time my mind had been on 
the stretch. It had been bent, too, to thi= one subject, for I 
had not even leisure to attend to my own concerns. The 
various instances of barbarity which had come successively 
to my knowledge, within tliis period, had vexed, hai'assed, 
and afflicted it The wound which these had produced was 
rendered still deeper by those cruel disappoiotmcDts before 
related, which arose fi'om the reiterated refusals of persons to 
give their testimony, after I Lad travelled hundreds of miles 
in quest of them. But the severest stroke was that inflicted 
by the perseoution, begun and pursued by persons intei'e^ted 
in the continuance of the trade, of such witnesses as had been 
examined against them, and whom, on account of their de- 
pendent situation in life, it was most easy to oppress. As I 
had been the means of bringing these forward on these occa- 
sions, they naturally came to me, when thus persecuted, as the 
author of their miseries and their ruin. From their suppli- 
cations and wants it would have been ungenerous and ungrate- 
ful to have fled. These different cii-cumstances, by acting to- 
gether, had at length brought me into the situation just men- 
tioned ; and I was, therefore, obliged, though very reluctantly, 
to be borne out of the field where I had placed the great 
honor and glory of my life." 

I may as well add here that a Mr. Wliitbread, lo whom 
Clarkson mentioned this latter cause of distress, generously 
offered to repair the pecuniary losses of all who had sutfered 
in this cause. One anecdote will be a specimen of the energy 
with which Chii-kson pui-iued evidence. It liad been very 

VOL. IT. 7 
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strenuously ^serted and mEuntained that the subjects of the 
slave trade were only auch unfortunates as had become prison- 
ers of war, and who, if not carried out of the country in this 
manner, would be exposed to death, or some more dreadful 
doom in tlieir own countiy. This was one of those stories 
which nobody believed, and yet was particularly useful in the 
hands of the opposition, because it was difficult legally to dis- 
prove it. It was perfectly well known that in very many 
crises slave traders made direct incursions into the country, 
kidnapped and canied off the inhabitaats of whole villages ; 
but the question was, how to establish it. A gentleman whom 
Clarkson accidentally met on one of his journeys informed 
him that he had been in company, about a year before, with a 
sailor, a very respectable-looking young man, who had actually 
been engaged in one of these expeditions ; he liad spent half 
an hour iviOi him at an inn ; he described his pei-son, but 
knew nothing of his name or the place of his abode ; all he 
knew was, that he belonged to a ship of war in ordinary, but 
knew nothing of the port. Clarkson determined that this 
man should be produc«d as a witness, and knew no better way 
than to go personally to all the ships in ordinary, until the 
individual was found. He actually visited every seaport town, 
and boarded every ship, till in the very last port^ and on the 
very last ship, which remained, the individual was found, and 
found to be possessed of just tiie facta and information which 
were necessary. By the labors of Clarkson and his contempo- 
i-aries an incredible excitement was produced throughout all 
England. The pictures and models of slave ships, accounts 
of the cruellies practised in the trade, were circulated witli an 
industry- which left not a man, woman, or child in England 
uninstiiictod. In disseminating information, and in awakening 
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feeling and conscience, the women of England were parficu- 
larly earnest, and labored with that whole-hearted devotion 
which characterizes the sex. 

It seema that after the committee had puhSished the facts, 
and sent Ihem fo every town in England, Clarkson followed 
them up by journeying to all the places, to see that they were 
read and attended to. Of the state of feeling at this time 
Clarkson gives the following account ; — 

" And first I may observe, that there was no town throagh 
which I passed in which there was not some one individual 
who had left off the use of sugar. In tlie smaller towns there 
were from ten fo fifty, by estimation, and in the larger from 
two to five himdred, who made this sacrifice fo vutue. These 
were of aU ranks and parties. Eich and poor, churchmen 
and dissenters, had adopted the measure. Even grocers had 
left off trading in the article in some places. In gentlemen's 
families, where the master had set the example, the servants 
had often voluataiily followed it ; and even children, who 
were capable of understanding the history of the sulferings 
of the Africans, excluded, with the most virtuous resolution, 
the sweets, to which they had been accustomed, from their 
lips. By the best computation I was able to make, from notes 
talten down in my journey, no fewer than tliree hundred thou- 
sand persons had abandoned the use of sugar." It was tlie 
rcdity, depth, and eamestuesa of the pubhc feeling, thus 
aroused, wliich pressed with resistless force upon tie govern- 
ment ! for the government of England yields to popular de- 
mands quite as readily as that of America- 
After years of protracted struggle, tiie victory was at last 
won. The slave tratle was finally abolished through all the 
British empire ; and not only so, but the English nation com- 
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mitted, with tlie whole foree of its national influence, to seek 
the abolition of the stave trade in all tiie nations of the earth. 
But the wave of feeling did not rest fliere ; the investigations 
had brought before the English conscience the horrore and 
abominations of slavery itself, and the agitation never ceased 
till slavery was finally abolished through al! the British prov- 
JDces. At this time the religious mind mid eonscienee of 
England gained, through this very struggle, a power which it 
never has loaf. The principle adopted by them was the same 
so sublimely adopted by the cliurch in America in reference 
to the foreign missionaiy cause : " The field is the world." 
They saw and felt that, as the example and practice of Eng- 
land had been powerful in giving sanction to this evil, and 
particularly in introducing it into America, there was the 
greatest reason why slie should never intermit her efforts till 
the wrong was righted thi'oughout the eartli. 

Clarkson, to his last day, never ceased to be interested in 
the subject, and took the wai-meat interest m all movements 
for the abolition of slaveiy in America. 

At the Ipswich depot we were met by a venerable lady, 
the daughter of Clarkson's associate, William Dillwyn. She 
seemed oveijoyed to meet us, and took us at once into her 
carriage, and entertained us all our way to the hail by anec- 
dotes and incidents of Clarkson and his times. She read me 
a manuscript letter from him, written at a very advanced age, 
in which he speaks with, the utmost ardor smd enthusiasm of 
the first antislavery movements of Cassius M. Clay in Ken- 
tucky. She described him to me as a cheerful, companiona- 
ble being, frank and simple-hearted, and with a good deal of 
quiet humor. 

It is remarkable of him that, with such intense feeling for 
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human, suffeiiag as he had, and worn down and exhausted as 
he waa by the dre'idftd miaenes ind soiiows with which he 
waa constantly obhged to he fimiliir, ho never yielded to a 
spirit of bitterness oi denunciation 

The narrative which he gives la as calm and unimpassioned, 
and as free from any trait of this khid, as the narratives of the 
evangelists. Thus riding and talking, we at last arrived at 
the hall. 

The old stone house, the moat, the draw bridge, all spolte 
of days of violence long gone by, when no man was safe ex- 
cept within fortified walls, and eveiy man's house literally had 
to be his castle. 

To me it was interesting as the dwelling of a conqueror, as 
one who had not wrestled with flesh and blood merely, but 
with principalities and powers, and the rulers of the darkness 
of this world, and who had overcome, as his great Master did 
before him, by fhith, and prayer, and labor. 

We were received with much cordiality by the widow of 
Clarkson, now in her eighty-fourth year. She has been a 
woman of great energy and vigor, and an cflcient co-laborer 
in his plans of benevolence. 

She is now quite feeble. I was placed uader tlie care of a 
respectable female servant, who forthwith installed me in a 
large chamber overlooking the court yard, which had beeu 
Clarkson's own room ; tile room where, for years, many of his 
most important labors had been conducted, and from whence 
his soul liad ascended to the reward of the just. 

The servant who attended me seemed to be quite a superior 
woman, like many of the servants in respectable English 
families. She had grown up in the family, and was identified 
with it i its ruling aims and purposes had become hei-s. She 
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had been tlie personal attendant of Clarkson, and bis nurse 
during his last sickness ; she had evidently understood, and 
been interested in his plans ; and the veneration with which 
she tlierefore spoke of liim had tlie sanction of intelligent apJ 
preciation. 

A daughter of Clarkson, who waa married to a neighboriug 
clergyman, with her husband, was also present on this day. 

After dinner we rode out to see the old church, in whose 
enclosure the remains of Clarkson repose. It was just such a 
still, quiet, mossy old chui-ch as you have read of in story 
books, with the gvaveyai'd spread all around it, like a thought- 
ful mother, who watches the resting of her children. 

The grass in the yard was long and green, and the daisy, 
which, in other places, lies like a little button on the ground, 
here had a richer fringe of crimson, and a stalk ahout sis 
inches high. It i*, I well know, the vital influence from the 
slumbering dust beneath which gives the richness to this grass 
and these flowers ; but let not that be a painful thought ; let it 
rather cheer us, that beauty should spring fi-om ashes, and life 
smile brighter from the near presence of death. The grave 
of Clarkson is near the church, enclosed by a raUmg, and 
raai-ked by a simple white marble slab ; it is cai'cfuHy 
tended, and planted witli flowers. In the church was an old 
book of records, and among other curious inscriptions was one 
recording how a pious committee of old Noll's army had been 
there, knocking off saints' noses, and otherwise purging the 
church from tlie relics of idolatry. 

Near by the chorch was the pai'Sonage, the home of my 
friends, a neat, pleasant, sequestered dwelling, of about the 
style of a New England country parsonage. 

The effect of the whole together was inexpressibly beaatifu] 
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lo me Fill 1 ■nonder, it »is i pleasant dij, ind thii is a, 
fhmg Uniys to be fhanktully aclnon ledge d in LnfjUnd 
Tte (.ilm stiUiies'' of the afternoon, the ''cdu'fion of the 
whole plot-p, tliG eilenu" only btokcn hj the ca\*mg of the 
rook"), the anniciit diurth, tho mossy ^a\e^ with then floweis 
and green gi'ass, the sunshine and the tree shadows, all seemed 
to mingle togetlier in a kind of hazy dream of peacefulness 
and rest How natural it is to say of some place sheltered, 
simple, cool, and retired, here one might find peace, as if peace 
came lironi without, and not from within. In the shadiest and 
stillest places may be the most turbulent hearts ; and there 
are hearts which, tlirough the busiest scenes, carry with them 
unchanging peace. As we were walking back, we passed 
many cottages of the poor, 

I noticed, with particular pleasure, the invariable flower 
garden attached to each. Some pansies in one of them at- 
tracted my attention by their pecuhar beauty, so very large 
and richly colored. On being introduced to the owner of 
them, she, with cheerful alacrity, offered me some of the 
finest. I do not doubt of there being suffering and misery in 
the agricultural population of England, but still there are 
multitudes of cottages which are really very pleasant objeeta, 
as were all these. The cottagers had that bright, rosy look of 
health which we seldom see in America, and appeared to be 
both polite and self-respecting. 

In the evening we had quite a gathering of friends from the 
neighborhood — intelligent, sensible, eai'nest people, who had 
grown up in the love of the antislavery cause as into I'cligion. 
The subject of conversation was, " The duty of English peo- 
ple to free themselves from any participation in American 
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slavery, by taking means to encourage llie production of free 
cotton in the British, provinces." 

It ia no more impossible or improvable that something ef- 
fective may be done in this way than that the slave trade should 
have been abolished. Every great movement seems an impos- 
sibility at first. There ia no end to (lie number of things de- 
clared aod proved impossible which have been done already, 
so that this may become something yet. 

Mra. Clarkaon had retired from the room early ; after a 
while she sent for me to her sitting room. The f^thful at- 
tendant of whom I spoke was with her. She wished to show 
me some relics of her husband, his watch and seals, some of 
his papers and manuscripts ; among these was the identical 
prize essay with which he began his career, and a commentary 
on the Gospels, wliit,h he had written with great care, for the 
use of his grandson. His seal attracted my attention — it 
was that kneeling figure of the negro, with clasped hands, 
which waa at first adopted as the badge of the cause, when 
every moans was being made ase of to arouse the pablic mind 
and keep the subject before the public. Mr. "Wedgwood, 
the celebrated porcelain manufacturer, designed a cameo, with 
this representation, which waa much worn as an ornament by 
ladies. It was engraved on the seal of tJie Antislavery So- 
ciety, and was used by its members in sealing all their letters. 
This of Clarkson's was handsomely engraved on a large, old- 
feshioned cameliaii ; and turely, if we look with emotion on 
the sword of a departed hero, — which, at best, we can con- 
sider only as a necessary evil, — we may look with unmingled 
pleasure on tiis memorial of a bloodless victory. 

When I retired to my room for the night I could not but 
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feel that the place was hallowed ; unceasing prayer had there 
been offered for the enslaved and wronged race of Africa, by 
that nohle and brotherly heart. I could not but feel that those 
prayers had had a wider reach than the mere extinction of 
slavery in one land or country, and that their benign influence 
would not cease while a slave was left upon the face of the 
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LETTER XXV. 



Beau C.:~ 

"We retumeil to London, and found Mr. & and Joseph 
Sturge wsuting for us at the depot. We dined mth Mr. 
Sturge. It seems that Mr. S.'a speech upon the subject of 
cottoH has created some considerable disturbance, different 
papers declaring tliemselves for or against it with a good deal 
of vivacity. 

After dinner Mr. Sturge desired me veiy much to go into 
the meeting of the women ; for it seems that, at the time of 
the yearly meeting among the Friends, the men and women 
both have tlieir separate meetings for attending to business. 
The aspect of the meeting was. very interesting — so many 
placid, amiable faces, shaded by plain Quaker bonnets ; so 
many neat white handkerchiefs, folded across peaceful bosoms. 
Either a large number of very pretty -women wear the Qua- 
ker dress, or it is quite becoming ia its effect. 

There are some things in the mode of speaking among the 
Friends, particularly in their public meetings, which do not 
strike me agreeably, and to which I think it would take me 
some time to become accustomed ; such as a kind of intoning 
somewhat similar to the manner in which the church service 
is performed in cathedrals. It is a curiov^ fact that religious 
exercises, in all ages and countries, have incliaed to this form, 
of expression. It appears in the cantilafion of the syna- 
gogue, the sci-vicc of the cathedral, the prayers of the Cov- 
enanter and Iho Piirifan, 
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There were a table and writing materials in tliis meeting, 
and a cirde of from fifty to a hundred ladies. One of those 
upon the platform requested me to express to them my opinion 
on free lahor. In a few words I told them I considered my- 
self upon that subject more a learner than a teacher, but that 
I was deeply interested in what I had learned upon this sub- 
ject since my travelling ia England, and pariicularly interested 
in the consistency and eelf-deni^ practised by their sect. 

I have been quite amused with something which has hap- 
pened lately. It always has seemed to me that distinguished 
people here in England live a remarkably out-door sort of 
life ; and newspapers tell a vast deal about people's concerns 
which it is not our custom to put into print in America. 
Such, for instance, aa where the Hon. Jlr. A. is staying now, 
and where he especta to go next j what her grace wore at 
the last ball, and when the royal chOdren rode out, and what 
they had on ; and whom Lord Snch-a-one had to dinner ; be- 
Mdea a large number of particulars which probably never 

Could I have expected dear old England to mate me so 
much one of the family as to treat my humble fortunes in 
this same public manner ? But it is even so. TMa week the 
Times has informed the United Kingdom that Mrs. Stowe is 
getting a new dress made ! — the charming old aristocratic 
Times, which every body declares is such a wicked paper, 
and yet which they can no more do without than they can 
their brefikfast I "What am I, and what is my father's house, 
that such distinction should come upon me ? I assure you, 
my dear, I feel myself altogether too much flattered. There, 
side by side with speculations on the eMf«m question, and 
conjectures with regard to the secret and reve^iled will of the 
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Emperor of Euasia, news from lier majesty's most sacred re- 
treat at Osborne, and the last debates in Parliament, comes my 
brown silt dress ! The Times has omitted the color ; I had a 
great mind to send him word about that. But you may tell 
tlie girls — for probably the news will spread through the 
American papers — that it is the brown Chinese silk whicli 
they put into my ti-unli, unmade, when I was too ill to sit up 
and be fitted. 

Mr. Times wants to know if Mrs. Stowe is aware what sort 
of a place her dress is being made ia, and there is a letter 
from a dressmaker's apprentice stating that it is being made 
np piecemeal, ia the most shockingly distressed dens of Lon- 
don, by poor, misemble white slaves, worse treated than the 
plantation slaves of America. 

Now, Mrs, Stowe did not know any thing of this, hut sim- 
ply gave the silk into the hands of a tiiend, and was in due 
time waited on in her own apartment by a very respectable 
woman, who offered to make the dress ; and io, this is the re- 
sult ! Since the publication of this piece, I have received 
earnest missives, from various parts of the country, beting 
me to interfere, hoping that I was not going to patronize the 
white slavery of England, and that I would employ my tal- 
ents equally agiunst oppression under every form. The per- 
son who had been so unfortunate as to receive the weight of 
my public patronage was in a very tragical state ; protested 
her innocence of any connection with dens, of any over- 
working of hands, &C., with as much fervor as if I had been 
appointed on a committee of parliamentary inquiry. Let my 
case be a warning to all philanthropists who may happen to 
want clothes while they are in London. Some of my corre- 
spondents seemed to think that I ought to publish a manifesto 
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for the benefit of distressed Great Eritain, stating how I came 
to do it, and all the circiimstances, since they ave quite sure 
I must have meant well, and containing gentie cautions as to 
the disposal of my future patronage in the dressmaking line. 
Couid ttese people only know in what sacred simplicity I 
had been living in the State of Maine, where the only dress- 
maker of our circle was an intelligent, refined, well-eJueated 
woman, who was considered as the equal of us all, and whose 
spring and fall ministrations to our wardrobe were regarded 
a double pleasure, — a friendly visit aa weU as a domestic 
assistance, — I say, could they know all this, they would see 
how guiltless I was in the matter. I verily never thought but 
that the nice, pleasant person, who came to measure me for 
my silk, was going to take it home and make it herself; it 
never occurred to me that she was the head of an estahlish- 

And now, what am I to do ? The Times seems to think 
that, in order to be consistent, I ouglit to take up the conflict 
immediately; but, for my part, I think otherwise. What an 
unreasonable creature ! Does he suppose me so lost to ail 
due sense of humility as to take out of his hands a cause 
which he is pleading so well? If the plantation slaves had 
such a good friend as the Times, and if every over-worked 
female cotton picker could write as clever letters as this dress- 
maker's apprentice, and get them published in as influential 
papers, and excite as general a sensation hy them aa this 
seems to have done, I think I should feel that there was no 
need of my interfering in a work so much better done. Un- 
fortunately, oar female cotton pickers do not know how to 
read and write, and it is against the law to teach them ; and 
this instance shows that the law is a sagacious one, since, 
VOL. II. 8 
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doubtless, if ttey could read and wrife, most embarrassing 
communitationa might be made. 

Nothing shows more plainly, to my miad, flian this letter, 
the difference between the working class of England and the 
sLwe. The free workman or workwoman of England or 
America, however poor, is self-respecting; is. to some extent, 
clever and intelligent ; is determined to resist wrong, and, as 
this incident shows, has abundant means for doing so. 

When wo shall sec the columns of the Charleston Courier 
adorned with communications from cotton pickers and slave 
Eeamstresses, we shall then think the compari^ion a f^r 
one. In fact, apart from the whimsicality of Ihe affair, and 
the little annoyance which one feels at notoriety to winch 
one is not accustomed, 1 consider the incident as in some 
aspects a gratifying one, as showing how awake and aj^tive 
are the sympathies of the British public with that much- 
oppressed class of needlewomen. 

Horace Greeley would be delighted could his labors in this 
line excite a similar commotion in New York. 

"We dined to-day at the Duke of Argyle'a, At dinner there 
were the members of the family, the Duchess of Suther- 
land, IrtDrd Carlisle, Lord and Lady Blantyre, &c. The con- 
versation flowed along in a very agreeable channel. I told 
them the more I contemplated hfe in Great Britain, the more 
I was struck with the contrast between the comparative 
amallneas of the territory and the vast power, physical, moral, 
and intellectual, which it exerted in the world. 

The Dudiess of Sutherland added, that it was beautiful to 
observe how gradually the idea of freedom had developed 
itself in the history of tlie English nation, growing clearer 
and moi-o distinct in every successive century. 
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I miglit have adiled that the history of our own American 
repuhhc is but a continiiation of the history of tbis develop- 
ment. The resistance to the stamp act was of ihe same kind 
as the resistance ta the ship money; and in our revolu- 
tionary war there were as eloquent defences of our principles 
and course heard ia tlie British Parliament as echoed in 
FancuH Hall. 

I conversed some with Lady Caroline Campbell, the duke's 
eister, with regard to Scottish preaching and theology. She 
is a member of the Free church, and attends, in Ixindon, 
Dr. Cumraing's congregation. 1 derived the impression from 
her remarlts, that the style of preaching in Scotland is 
more dis eliminating and doctrinal than in England. One 
who studies the piciures given in Scoft's novels must often 
have been struck with the apparent similarity in the theo- 
logic training and tastes of the laboring classes in New Eng- 
hind and Scotland. The hard-featured man, whom he de- 
scribes in Eob Eoy as following th" preacher so earnestly, 
keeping count of the doctrinal points on his successive fingers, 
is one which can still be seen in the retired, rural districts 
of New England; and I believe that this severe intellectual 
discipline of the pulpit has been one of the greatest means 
in forming that Ptrong, self-sustaining character peculiar to 
both countries. 

The Duke of Argylo said that Chevalier Bunsen had been 
spcalting to him in relation to a college for colored people at 
Antigua, and inquired my views respecting the emigration 
of colored people from America to the West India islands. 
I told him my impression was, that Canada would be a much 
better place to develop the enei^es of the race. First, on 
account of its cold and bracing climate ; second, because, 
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having never 1)6611 a slave state, the white population there 
are more thrifty and industrious, and of course the influence 
of such a community was better adapted to form thrift and 
industry in the negro. 

In the evening, some of the ladies alluded to the dress- 
maker's letter in the Times. I inquired if there was nothing 
done for them as a class in London, and some of them said, — 

" O, Lord Shaftesbury can tell you aU about it ; he is 
president of the eodety for their protection." 

So I said to Lord Shaftesbury, playfully, " I thought, my 
lord, you had reformed every thing here in London." 

"Ah, indeed," he replied, "but this was not in one of my 
houses. I preside over the "West End." 

He talked on the subject for some time with considerable 
energy; said it was one of the most difficult he had ever 
attempted lo regulate, and promised to send me a few docu- 
ments, which would show the measures he had pursued. He 
said, however, that there was prt^reas making; and spoke 
of one establishment in jMU'ticuIar, which had recently been 
erected in London, and was admirably arranged with regard 
to ventilation, being conducted in the most perfect manner. 

Quite a number of distinguished persons were present this 
evening; among othera. Sir David Brewster, famed in the 
sdentifie world. He is a fine-looking old gentleman, with 
silver-white hair, who seemed to be on terms of great famil- 
iarity with the dtike. He bears the character of a decidedly 
religious man, and is an elder in the Free clmrch. 

Lord Malion, the celebrated historian, was there, with his 
lady. He is a young-looking man, of agreeable manners, and 
fluent in conversation. This I gather from Mr. 8., with 
whom he conversed very frcily on our historians, Prescott, 
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Eanci'oft, and especially Dr. Sparks, his siiai'p controversy 
with wliom he seems to bear with great equanimity. 

Lady Mahon is a handsome, interesting woman, with very 
pleasing manners. 

Mr. Gladstone was there also, one of the ablest and best 
men in the kingdom. It is a commentary on his character 
that, although one of the highest of the High church, we 
have never heard him spoken of, even among dissenters, 
otherwise than as an excellent and highly conscientious man. 
For a gentleman who has attained to such ceiehrity, both in 
theology and politics, he looks remarkably young. lie is tall, 
with dark hair and eyes, a thoughtful, serious cast of coun- 
tenance, and is easy and agreeable in conyersation. 

On the whole, tliis was a very delightful evening. 
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LETTER XXVI. 

Dear C. : — 

I will add to this a little sketdi, derived from, the documents 
sent me by Lord Shaftesbury, of the movements in behalf of 
the milliners and dressmakers in London for seven years 
past. 

About thirteen years ago, in the year 1841, Xiord Shales- 
bury obtained a parliamentary commission of inquiry into the 
employment of children and young persons in various trades 
and manufactures. This commission, among other things, waa 
directed toward the millinery and dressmaking trade. Titeaa 
commissioners elicited the following facts : that there were 
fifteen hundred employers in this trade in London, and fifteen 
thousand young people employed, besides a great number of 
journeywomen who took the work home to their own houses, 
They discovered, also, that during the London season, which 
occupied about four months of the year, the regular hours of 
work were flfteen, hut in many establishments they were en- 
tirely unlimited, — the young ivomen never getting more than 
six hours for sleep, and often only two or three ; that fi'equent- 
ly they worked al! night and part of Sunday. They discov- 
ered, also, that the rooms in wbich they worked and slept were 
overcrowded, and deficient in ventilation ; and that, in conse- 
quence of all these causes, blindness, consumption, and multi- 
tudes of other diseases carried thoussmds of them yearly to 
the grave. 
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These facts being made public to the English nation, a so- 
detj- was foi-med in London in 1843, called the Association 
for the Aid of Milliners and Dressmakers. The president of 
this society is the Earl of Shaftesbury ; the vice presidents are 
twenty gentlemen of the most influential position. Besides 
this there is a committee of ladies, and a committee of gentle- 
men. At the head of the committee of ladles stands the name 
of the Duchess of Sutherland, with seventeen others, among 
whom we notice the Countess of Shaftesbury, Countess of 
Ellesmcre, Lady Robert Grosvenor, ajid otKers of the upper 
London sphere. The subscription list of donations to Uie so- 
ciety is headed hy the queen and royal family. 

The features of the plan which the society undertooi: to 
carry out were briefly these : — 

First, they opened a registration office, where aU young 
persons desiring employment in the dressmafeing trade might 
enroll their names free of expense, and thus come in a. man- 
ner under tJie care of the association. From the yowng peo- 
ple thus enrolled, they engaged to supply to the principals of 
dressmaking establishments extra assistants in periods of un- 
common pressure, so that they should not he under the neces- 
sity of overtaxing their workwomen. This assistance is ex- 
tended only to fliose houses which will observe the moderate 
hours recommended by the association. 

In tlie second place, an arrangement is made by which the 
young persons thus registered arc entitled to the best of med- 
ical advice at any time, for the sum of five shillings per year. 
Three physicians and two consulting surgeons are connected 
with the association. 

In the third place, models of simple and cheap modes of 
ventilation are kept at all times at the ofE,ce of the society, 
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and all the influence of the association, is used to induce em- 
ployera to place them in the work and bleeping rooms. 

Fourth, a kind of savings bank has been instituted, in 
which the workwomen are encouraged to deposit small earn- 
ings on good intere&t. 

This is the jilan of the society, and as to its results I have 
at hand the report for 1851, from which you can gather 
some particulars of its practical workings. They say, '■ Eight 
years have elapsed since this association was eatablished, 
during which a must gratifying change has been wrought 
in respect to the mode of conducting the dressmaking and 
millinery business. 

" Without overstepping the strict limits of truth, it may be 
afSrmed that the larger part of the good thus achiuved is at- 
tributable to the influence and unceasing efibrts of this society. 
The general result, so far as the metropolis is concerned, may 
be thus stated: First, the hours of work, speaking generally, 
now rarely exceed twelve, whereas formerly sixteen, seven- 
teen, and even eighteen hours were not unusual. 

" Second, the young persons are rarely kept up all night, 
which was formerly not an unusual occurrence. 

" Third, labor on the Lord's day, it ia confidently believed, 
has been ecth'ely abrogated. 

" Under the old system the health and constitution of many 
of the young people were irretrievably destroyed. At present 
permanent loss of health is rarely entailed, and even when sick- 
ness does from any cause arise, skilful and prompt advice and 
medicine are provided at a moderate charge by the association. 

" In addition to these and similar amehorations, other and 
more important changes have been effected. Among the 
heads of establishments, as the committee are happy to know 
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and most willing to record, more elevated views of the duties 
and responsibilities, inseparable from employers, have secured 
to the association the zealous cooperation of numerous and 
influentiid principals, without whose aid the efforts of the last 
few years would have been often impeded, or even in majiy 
instances defeated. Nor have the young persons engaged in 
the dressmaking and millinery business remained uninfluenced 
amidst the general improvement. Finding that a strenuous 
effort was in progress to promote tlieir physical and moral 
welfare, and that increased industry on their part would be 
rewarded by diniiniahed hours of work, the assistants have 
become more attentive, the workrooms arc better managed, 
and both parties, relieved from a system which was oppressive 
to all and really beneficial to none, have recognized the fiin- 
damental truth, that in no industrial pursuit is there any real 
incompatibility between the interests, rightfully interpreted, 
of the employer and the employed. Although not generally 
known, evils scarcely less serious than those formerly prev- 
alent in the metropolis were not uncommon in the manufac- 
turing towns and fashionable watering-places. It is obviously 
impracticable to ascertain to what extent tiie efforts of tiie 
association have been attended with success in the provinces ; 
but a rule has been established that in no instance shall the 
cooperation of the office, in providing assistants, be extended 
to any establishment in which the hours of work are known 
to exceed those laid down by the association. On these con- 
ditions the principals of many country establishments have for 
several years been suppUed; latterly, indeed, owing to the 
great efficiency of the manager, Miss Newton, and to the gen- 
eral satisfaction thus created, these applications have so much 
increased as to constitute a principal part of the business of 
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the office ; and with tte increase the influence of the associa- 
tion has been proportionally extended," 

This, aa you perceive, wis the report for 1851 Lord 
Shaftesbury has kindly hdndtd me the iust proof of the le 
port for 1853, from which I will send you n ftw ex;tiicls 

After the puhlication of the letter ftom thp lad ci of Eng 
land to the ladies of Americi, mudi wis said in the Times 
and other newspapers with regard to tlie condition, ot the 
dressmakers. Ttese tlnng^ aie whit ire tlluded to la the 
commencement of the report They s^y — 

"la presenting their annuil repoit, the committees would m 
the first place refer to the put he notic* that has lately been 
directed to the mode ia which the dressmikmg and millineiy 
business is conducted : this they feel to be due both to the as- 
sociation and to those employers who have cooperated in the 
good work of improvement. It has been stated in former re- 
ports, that since the first establishment of this society, in the 
year 1843, and essentially through its influence, great amelio- 
rations have been secured ; that the inordinate hours of work 
formerly prevalent had, speaking generally, been greatly re- 
duced ; that Sunday labor had been abolished ; that the young 
people were rarely kept up all night ; and that, as a conse- 
quence of these improvements, there had been a marked de- 
crease of serious sickness. 

" At the present moment, in consequence of the statements 
that have appeared in the pubhc journals, and in order to 
guard against misconceptions, the committees are anxious to 
announce that they perceive no reason for withdrawing any of 
their preceding statements — the latest, equally with former 
investigations, indicating the great improvement effected in 
recent years. The manager at the oflice has been instructed 



I ..Google 



SUNHY MEM0EIE3 OP POKEIGN LANDS. 93 

to make expi-ess inquiries of flie young dressmalcera them- 
selves; and the i-esult distinctly proves that, on the whole, 
there has been a marked diminution in the hours of work. 

" The report of Mr. Trouncer, the medical officer who has 
attended the larger number of the young persona for whom 
advice has been provided by the association, is equally satis- 
factory. This gentleman, after alluding to the great evils in 
regard to health inflicted iu former years, remarks that these 
have, through the instrumentality of the association, been 
greatly ameliorated ; that as regards consumpfion, — although 
the nature of the employment itself however modified by 
kindness, has a tendency to develop the disease where the pre- 
disposition exists, — he is happy to state that the average 
number of cases, even in the incipient stage, has not been so 
great aa might, from the circumstances, have been anticipated; 
that during the last two years, out of about two hundred and 
fifty cases of sickness, no death has occurred ; and that but in 
a few instances only has it been necessary to advise a total 
cessation of business. Mr. Trouncer adds — and this is a 
statement which the committees have much pleasure in an- 
nouncing — that, in the majority of tlie West End houses, the 
principals have, in cases of sickness, acted the part of parents, 
evincing, in some instances, even more care than the young 



" In addition to these satisfectory and reliable statements, it 
is a matter of simple justice to slate that many houses of busi- 
ne^ have cooperated with the association in reducing the hours 
of work, in improving the workrooms and sleeping apart- 
ments, and generally in promoting the comfort of those in their 
employ. Some employers have also very creditably, and at 
considerable expense, exerted themselves to secure a good 
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system of ventilation — a subject to wMch tlie committees 
attach great importance, liotli as regards the health and com- 
fort of those employed. 

"It is not, by Ibese statements, intended to be said that ail 
requiring amendment has been corrected. In their last report 
the committees remarked that some few houses of business 
systematically persisted in exacting excessive labor from their 
assistants ; and they regret to state ttat this observation is still 
applicable. The important subject of ventilation is still much 
neglected, and there is reason to apprehend that the sleeping 
apartments are often much overcrowded. Another and a more 
prevailing evil relates to the time allowed for meals : this is 
often altogether insufficient, and strongly contrasted with the 
custom in other industrial pursuits, in which one horn- for din- 
ner, and half an hour for breakfast or tea, as the case may be, 
is liie usual allowance. In an occupation so sedentary as 
dressmaking, and especially in the case of yoaug females, 
hurried meals are must injurious, and are a frequent cause of 
deranged healtli. It if also the painful duty of the committees 
to state that in some establishments, according to the medical 
I'eport, the principals, in cases of sickness, will neither allow 
the young people an opportunity of calling on the medical 
ofBcer for his advice, nor permit that gentleman to visit them 
at the plaee of business. The evils resulting from this ab- 
sence of all proper feeling are so obvious that it is hoped Uiis 
public rebuke will in future obviate the necessity of recurring 
to so painful a topic." 

The committee ailcr this proceed to publish the following 
declaration, signed by ffty-three of the West End dress- 



makers : ■ 



mdersigned principals of millinery and dres 
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making establishments at the "West End of London, having 
observed in the newspapers statements of excessive labor in 
our business, feel called wpon, in self-defence, to make the fol- 
lowing public statement, especially as we have reason to be- 
lieve that some of the assertions contained in the letters pub- 
lished in the newspapers are not wholly groundless : — 

" ' 1, During the greater portion of the year we do not re- 
quire the young people in our establishments to work more 
than twelve hours, inclusive of one hour and a half for meals : 
from March to July we require them to work thirteen hours 
and a half, allowing during that time one hour's rest for dinner, 
and half an hour's rest for tea. 

" ' 2. It has been our object to provide suitable sleeping ac- 
commodations, and to avoid overcrowding, 

" '3. In no ease do we require work on Sundays, or all 
Eight. 

" '4. The food we supply is of the best qiidity, and un- 
limited in quantity.' " 

Five of these dressmakers, whose names are designated by 
stars, signed with the understanding that on rare occasions the 
Lours might jMKsibly be exceeded. 

The remarks which the committee malte, considering that it 
bas upon its list the most influential and distinguished ladies of 
the liondon world, are, I think, worth attention, as showing the 
strong moral influence which must thus be brought to bear, 
both on the trade and on fiishionable society, by tliis associa- 
tion. They first remark, with regard to those employers who 
signed with the resei-vation alluded to, that ihey have every 
reason to believe that the feeling whicii prompted this qual- 
ificalion is to be respectal, as it originated in a determination 
not to undertake more than they honestly intended to perform. 
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They say of tlio documcBt, on the whole, that, though not 
i-ealieiiig all the views of the association, it must he regarded 
as creiJitahle to those who have signed it, smce it indicates 
the most important advance yet made towards the improve- 
ment of the dressmaking and milhnery business. The com- 
mittees then go oa to express a most decided opinion, fii-st, 
that the hours of work in the dressmaking trade ought not 
to exceed, fen per diem ; second, that during the fashionable 
season ladies should employ sufficient time for the execution 
of their orders. 

The influence of this association, as will be seen, has ex- 
tended all over England. In Manchester a paper, signed by 
three thousand ladies, was presented fo the principals of the 
establishments, desiring them to adopt the rules of the London 
association. 

I menlioaed, in a former letter, that the lady mayoress of 
London, and tlie ladies of the city, held a meeting on the sub- 
ject only a short time since, with a view of carrying the same 
improvement through all tlie establishments of that part of 
Loudon. The lady mayoress and five others of this meeting 
consented to add their names to the committee, so that it now 
represents the whole of London, The Bishop of London and 
sevea-al of the clergy extend their patrotage to the association. 
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LETTER XXVII. 

Deak S.: — 

The nest day we went to liear a sermon in behalf of tho 
ragged schools, by tlie Ardibishop of Canterbury. The cliil- 
■Irea who attended the ragged schools of that particular district 
wci-e seated in the gallery, each side of tlie oi^an. As this 
was the Sunday appropriated fo the exercise, all three of the 
creeds were read — the Apostles', Athanasian, and Nicene; 
ail which the little things repeated after the archbishop, with 
great decorum, and probably with the same amount of under- 
standing that we, when children, had of the Asserabiy's Cat- 
echism. 

The venerable archbishop was ushered into the pulpit by 
beadles, with gold lace cocked hats, striking the ground ma- 
jestically with their long staves of office. His sermon, how- 
ever, was as simple, clear, and beautiful an exposition of the 
duty of pi-actical Christianity towards the outcast and erring 
as I ever heard. He said that, should we find a young child 
wandering away firom its tome and friends, we should in- 
stinctively feel it our duty to restore the little wanderer; and 
such, he said, is the duty we owe to all these young out- 
casts, who had stj'ayed from the home of their heavenly 
Father. 

After the sermon they took up a collection; and when we 
went into the vestry to apeak to the ardibisliop, we saw him 
surrounded by the church wardens, counting over the money. 
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I zioticed in the back part of the church a cumber of children 
in tattered garments, with rather a forlorn and wild appear- 
ance, and was told that these were those who had just heea 
introduced into tlie school, and had not been there long enough 
to come under its modifying influences. We were lold that 
they were always thus torn and forlorn in their appearance at 
first, but that they gradually took pains to make tlieraselves 
respectable. The archbishop said, pleasantly, " Wlien they 
return to their right mind they appear clothed, also, and 
sitting at the feet of Jesus." 

The archbishop sent me afterwards a beautiful edition of 
his seiinons on Christian charity, embracing a series of dis- 
courses on various topics of practical benevolence, relating to 
the elevation and christianization of the masses. They are 
written with the same purity of style, and show the same 
devout and benevolent spirit with his other writings. 

My thoughts were much saddened tonilay by the news, 
which I received this week, of the death of Ufary Edmonson. 
It is not for her that I could weep ; for she died as calmly 
smd serenely as she lived, resigning her soul into the hands 
of her Savior. What I do weep for is, that under the flag 
of my country — and that counfiy a Christian one — such a 
life as Mary's could have been lived, and so littli" said or 
done about it. 

In the afternoon I went to the deanery of St. Paul's — a 
retired building in a deep court opposite the cathedral. After 
a brief conversation with Mr. and Mrs. Milman, we went to 
the cathedral. I had never seen it before, and was much 
impi-essed with the majesty and grace of the interior. Never- 
theless, the ItaUan style of architecture, with all its elegance, 
fails to affect me equally with the Gothic. The very rude- 
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ne » of the latter, a something inchoate and unfinished, is sig 
nificiiut ot mattei strugghng with religious ideas too vast 
t ) he fully expressed Even as in the ancient Scriptures 
time aie ideas wLidi seem to overtask the powers of human 
lingaage. I s\t down with Mis, M. in one of the little com- 
piitmpnts, or slaHi, is thej are called, into which the galleries 
Rie divided, and which are nthly carved in black oak. The 
^\hole service wts chanted by a choir expressly trained 
fn the puipose. &ome of the performers are boya of about 
thirteen jeai? and of beautiful countenances. There is a 
peculiar mannei of leadrag the service practised in the cathe- 
di'als, which is called "intoning." It is a plaintive, rhyth- 
mical chant, with as strong an unction of the nasal as ever 
prevailed in a Quaker or Methodist meeting. I cannot ex- 
actly understand why Episcopacy threw out the slur of " nasal 
twang " as one of the peculiarities of the conventicle, when it 
is in ful! force m the most approved seats of church ortho- 
doxy. 1 iistenel to all in as tmcritieal and sympathetic a 
spirit IS po=sible, giving myself up to be lifted by the music 
as high la it could waft me. To one thus listening, rt is im- 
possible to ciitiuze with severity ; for, unless positively offen- 
sive, iny musn, becomes beaatiful by the powei of Bjmpathy 
and !u=Eociation \fter service we Ibtened to a short seimon 
from the Eei Mr Villiers, fervent, affectionate, and evangel- 
ica! in apint, and much in the general style of sermonizing 
which I have already desciibed 

Monday morning, Miy 23 "We went to bioikfist at Mr 
Cobden's. "Mr. C. is a man of slender tame, lUher under 
than over the middle eiee, with greit ease of mannei, ard 
flexibility of movement, ind the most frmk, fasanating imilt 
His appearance is a sufficient account of his popuHittj, foi 1 e 
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seems to Le one of those men who carry about them an at- 
mosphere of vivacity and social exhilaration. We had a very 
pleasant and scMaal time, discussing and comparing things in 
England and America. Mr. Cohden assured us that he had 
had curious calls from Americans, sometimes. Once an editor 
of a small village paper called, who had been malting a tour 
through the rural districts of England. He said that he had 
asked some mowers how they were prospering. They an- 
swered, " We ain't pi-osperin' ; we're hayin'." Said Cobden, 
" I told the man, ' Now don't yon go home and publish that in 
your paper;' but he did, nevertheless, and sent me over the 
papiT with the story in it." I might have comforted him with 
many a similar anecdote of Americans, as for example, the 
man who was dead set against a tariff, " 'cause he know if they 
once got if, they'd mn the old thing right through bis farm ;" 
or those immortal Pennsylvania Dutchmen, who, to this day, 
it is said, give in all their votes under the solemn conviction 
that they are upholding General Jackson's administration. 

The conversation turned on the question of the cultivation 
of cotton by free labor. The importance of this great meas- 
ure was fully appreciated by Mr. Cobden, as it must be by all. 
The difficulties to be overcome in estabUshing the movement 
were no less clearly seen, and ably pointed out. On the 
whole, the comparison of views was not only interesting in a 
high degree, but to us, at least, eminently profitable. We 
ventured to augur favorably to the cause fi-om the indicationa 
of that interview. 

From this breakfast we returned to dine at Surrey parson- 
age ; and, after dinner, attended Miss Greenfield's concert at 
Stafford House. Mr. S. could not attend on account of so 
soon leaving town. 
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Tte concert room was the brilliant and picturesque liall 
I have before described to you. It looked lEore picture-like 
and dreamy than ever. The piano was on the flat stairway 
just below the broad central landing. It was a grand piano, 
standing end outward, and perfecUy banked Mp among hot- 
Louse flowers, so that only its gilded top was visible. Sir 
George Smart presided. The choicest of the iUte were there. 
Ladies in demi-toilet and bonneted. Miss Greenfield stood 
among the singere on the staircase, and excited a sympathetic 
murmur among the audience. She is not handsome, but 
looked very well. She has a pleasing dark face, wore a black 
velvet headdress and white carneliaai earrings, a black luohr 
antique silk, made high in the neck, with white !aee falling 
sleeves and white gloves. A certain gentleness of manner 
and self-possession, the result of the universal kindness shown 
her, sat well upon her. Chevalier Bunsen, the Prussian am- 
bjKsador, sat by me. He looked at her witli much interest. 
"Are the race often as good looking?" he said. I said, " She 
is not handsome, compared with many, though I confess she 
looks uncommonly well to-day." 

Among the company present I noticed the beautiful Mar- 
chioness of Stafibrd. I have spoken of her once before ; but 
it is difficult to describe her, there is somethiag so perfectly 
simple, yet elegant, in her appearance ; but it has cut ilself like 
a cameo in my memory — a figure under the middle size, per- 
fectly moulded, dressed simply in black, a beautiful head, hair 
d la Madonna, ornamented by a band of gold coins on black 
velvet: a band of the same kind encircling her throat is the 
only relief to the severe simplicity of her dress. 

The singing was beautiful. Six of the most cultivated glee 
singei^ of London sang, among other things, " Spring's delights 
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are now returning," aai ""Where the bee sucka there lurk L" 
The duchess said, " These glees are peculiarly English." It 
vas 'uleed delightful to hear Shakspeare's aerial words made 
vocal thin the walls of this fairy palace. The duchess has a 
stron^ it o ality ; and nationality, always interesting, never 
appea s n o captivating a form as when it expresses itself 
through a be. utiful and culiivated woman. One likes to see a 
pe son dent fying one's self with a country, and she emhraces 
England, with its history, its strength, its splendor, its moral 
power, with an evident pride and affection which I love to see. 

Misa Greenfield's turn for singing now came, and there was 
profound attention. Her voice, with its keen, searching fire, 
its penetrating vihrant quality, its "timbre," as the French 
have it, cut its way like a Damascus hlade to the heart. It 
was the more touching from occasional rusticities and artis- 
tic defects, which showed that she had received no culture 
from art. 

She sang the hallad, " Old folks at home," giving one verse 
in the soprano, and another in the tenor voice. 

As she stood partially concealed by the pi^no Chevalier 
Bunsen thought that the tenor part was performed by one of 
the gentlemen. He was perfectly astonished nhen he dis- 
covered that it was by her. This was mpt«iou>>]y encoied. 
Between the parts Sir George took her to the piano, and tried 
her voice by skips, striking notes here and tiieio at random, 
without connection, from D in alt to A first space in bass 
clef: she followed with unening precision, striking the sound 
nearlj at the same instant his finger touched the key. This 
brought out a burst ot applause. 

After the concert we walked through the rooms. The effect 
of the groups of people sauntering through the hall or look- 
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ing down from tbe gaUeriea waa picture-like. Two of tlie 
duke'a Highland pipers, in full costume, playing tlieir bagpipes, 
now made their appearance, and began to promenade the halls, 
playing. Their dress reminds me, in its effect, of that of our 
American Indians, and their playing is wild and barbaric. It 
had a striliing effect among these wide halb and corridors. 
There is nothing poetic connected with the history and position 
of the family of which the fiir owner of the h'llls does not 
feel the power and whicl 'he cannct u e with ait stic skill in 
heightening the enchxntmenta of in cntcitainment 

Eev. S. It Tftid attraLted attention m the company, as a 
full-blooded Afiican — tall enough foi a palm tiet, I ob- 
aerved him in conversition with lord? dukes ind imbis adors, 
sustaining himself modestly, but with self-possession. All 
who conTerse with him are satisfied that there is no native 
difference between the African and otlier men. 

The ducliess took me to look at a model of Dunrobin — 
their castle on the Sutherland estate. It is in the old French 
chateau style in general architecture, something like the print 
of Glamis. It is cm'ioua that the French architecture has 
obtained in Scotland. Her grace kindly invited me to visit 
Dunrobin on my return to Scotland in the autumn, taking it 
aiter Inverary. This will be delightful. That Scottish coast 
I love almost hke my own country. 

Lord Shaftesbury was there. He eame and spoke to ns 
after the concert. Speaking of Miss Greenfield, he said, "I 
consider the use of these halls for the encouragement of an 
outcast race, a eonsccraiion. This is the true use of wealtli 
and splendor when it is employed to raise up and encourage 
the despised and forgotten.'' 

In the evening, though very weary, C. perauadcd mc to 
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accept an invitation to hear the Creation, at Exeter Hall, 
perfonned by the London Sacred Harmonic Society. They 
had kindly reserped a gallery for ua and when we weat in Mr 
Surman, the f d nd f tw nty y 1 t t tl 

society, present d m vilh a b t fully 3 d j j f tl 
Creation. 

Having nev h ard t b f I lit i tl p 
formanee with th r« I hearl tasll Idl apm 
read, simply think ng f th a it 1 d n t f th 

style of readin H ydn 1 ns think t — h b ht 

brilliant, chee f 1 H yd — 1 h n compl d f f 

making church m t d m t ph d Wh n I 

think of God my 1 al y f 11 f j y th t I t t 
dance!" This C t n is a d jt p in — tl g rd n 
parts unite Th m n anl Milt tyl — tl h ! ff t 

pastoral, yet h dl ant I m t d 1 1 ad 

had a new exp n t ib fh 1 1 t k 1 m fo 

have 6uch a fr h t 

The next daTlyMyi Ihh 

Miss K., at 0;^ d T Am ml f "I 

guished gueafa wis Lady Bju thlmlldf j- 

ments of deejly t tm t ^ n mga 

that ever have b Ltdfh im adoijj 

tice to her app Sh f lisfht fi re i rm 1 th 

exceeding deliui y, nil Ilfm, t ,d , loi 
unite to maltean impiessionof a character singulaaly dignified, 
gentle, pure, and yet strong. No worda addressed lo me m 
any conversation hitheito have made their way to my inner 
soul with such force as a few remarks dropped by her on the 
present rehgiou.3 aspect of England — remarks of such a quality 
as one seldom hears. 
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Lady Byron's whole course, I have learned, has been one 
made venerable by consistent, active benevolence. I was 
happy to find in her the patroness of our American outcasts, 
■William and Ellen Crafts. Slie had received them into the 
scboola of her daughter, Lady Lovelace, at Occum, and now 
spoke in the highest terms of tteir character and proficiency 
in study. The story of their misfortunes, united with their 
reputation for worth, had produced such an impression on the 
simple country people, that they always respectfully touch 
their hats when meeting them. Ellen, she says, has become 
mother of a most beautiful ehUd, and their friends are now 
maJdng an effort to put them into some little business by 
wliich they may obtain a support, 

I could not but observe with regret the evident fragility of 
Lady Byron's health ; yet why should I regret it ? "Why 
wish to detain here those whose home is evidently from hence, 
and who will only then fully live when the shadow we call life 
is passed away ? 

Here, also, I was personally introduced to a lady with whom 
I had passed many a dreamy hour of spiritual communion — 
Mrs. Jameson, whose works on ai-ts and aj-tists were for years 
almost my only food for a certain class of longings. 

Mrs. Jameson is the most charming of critics, with the gifl^ 
often too little prized, of discovering and pointing ont beauties 
rather than defects ; beauties which we may often have passed 
unnoticed, but which, wlion so pointed out, never again coaceal 
themselves. This shows itself particularly in her Character- 
istics of Shakspeare's "Women, a critique which only a true 
woman could have written. 

She seemed rather surprised to find me inquiring about 
art and artists. I aaked her where one might go to study 
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Iliat subject most prolltably, and her answer was, la Mu- 
nich. 

By her side was Mrs, Chisholm, tlie author of those benev- 
oleat movements for the emigrants, which I have mentioned 
to you. She is a stout, practical looking woman, who im- 
presses you with the idea of perfect health, exuberant life, and 
ail iron constitution. Her face expresses decision, energy, and 
good sense. She is a woman of few words, every moment of 
whose time seems precious. 

One of her remarks stnidt me, from the quaint force with 
which it was uttered. " I found," siud she, " if we want any 
thing done, we must go to work and do ; it is of no use to talk, 
none whatever." It is the secret of her life's success. Mrs. 
Chisholm first began hj doing on a small scale what she want- 
ed done, and people seeing the result fell in with and helped 
her ; but to have convinced them of the feasibility of her plans 
by talHnff, without this practical demonstration, would have 
been impo^ible. 

At this reunion, also, was Mr. George ThomiJhun, whom I 
had never seen before, and many of the warmest friends of 
the slave. During this visit I was taken ill, and obhged to 
return to Mr. Gui-ney's, where I was indisposed during the 
remainder of the day, and late in the evenmg drove home to 
SmTey parsonage. 

The next evening, Wednesday, May 29, we attended an 
antislavery soiree, at Willis's rooms, formerly known as Al- 
mack's ; so at least I was told. A number of large rooms were 
thrown open, brilliantly lighted and adorned, and filled with 
throngs of people. In tlie course of the evening we went 
upon the platform in the lai'ge hall, where au address was pre- 
sented by S. Bowlcy, Esq., of Gloucester. It was one of the 
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most beautiful, sensible, judicious, and Christian adJiesoes 
that could liave been made, and I listened to it with unmingled 
pleasure. In reply, Mr. S. took occasion still furthei to es 
plain Ilia views with respect to the free-grown cotton iudtl 
mcnt in England, and its bearings on tlie future piogietsof the 
cause of freedom.* 

After the addresses we disper>el to difierent m b 
refreshment tables were bountifully lai I out ind ad n d. By 
my side, at one end of the n was a younj, temal t pi a nj, 
exterior, with fine ejes delicite person neatly 1 sed n 
white. She was introduced to me aa Ellui Cr,afla — a name 
memorable in Boston annals. Her husband, a pleasant^ intel- 
ligent young man, with handhome mmnen naa there also. 
Had it not been for my intrr duclion I coull never have fan- 
cied EUen to have been onj other thin somi, English girl with 
rather a paler cheek thin common She has very sweet man- 
ners, and uses uncommonly coirect and beiufifiil language. 
Let it not be suppose 1 that with sui-h witnesses as these 
among them, our Eu<rh'*li brethren h'we denved their flrat 
practical knowledge of slavery from Uncle Tom's Cabin. The 
mere knowledge that two such persons as William and Ellen 
Crafts have been rated as merchantable commodities, in any 
country but ours would be a suffident comment on the system. 

"We retired early after a very agreeable evening. 

* We are happy to say that a large hody of religious persons in Groat 
BiitEun have become favorable to these views. A vigorous society has been 
established, combining India reform and free cotton with the antialavei-y 
cause. The Earl of Albemiule made, while ive -were in London, a vigorous 
India reform speech in the House of Lords, and Messrs. Bright and Cob- 
den are fully in for tha same object in the Commons. There is much hope 
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LETTEE XXVIII. 



My dear ConaiN : — 

This morning Lord Shaftesbury came according to appoint 
ment, to take me to see the Model Lodging Houses, He re- 
marked tliat it "would he impossible to ^ve me the full effect 
of seeing them, wnlesa I coidd first ■visit tlie dens of filth, dis- 
ease, and degradation, in which tke poor of London formerly 
were lodged. With a good deal of satisfaction he told m.e 
that the American minister, Mr. Ingeraoll, previous to leaving 
London, had requested the police fo take bim over the dirtiest 
and most unwholesome parte of it^ that he might see the low- 
est as well as the highest sphere of London life. After this, 
however, the policeman took him through tlie bailis, wash 
houses, and model lod^ng houses, which we were going to 
visit, and he expressed himself both surprised and delighted 
with the improvement that had been made. 

We first visited tiie lodging house for single men in Charles 
Street, Drury Lane. This was one of the first experiments 
made in this hue, and to efiect tbe thing in the most econom- 
ical manner possible, three old houses were bought and thrown 
into one, and fitted up for the purpose. On the ground floor 
we saw the superintendent's apartment, and a large, long 
sitting room, furnished with benches and clean, scouxea 
tables, where the inmates were, some of them, reading books 
or papers; the day being wet, perhaps, kept them from their 
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no L. In tl P 1 if hen weie imjle cotkiu^, iccimnolitions, 
ml tacli imnatc, as I under'-ldnd, cooka fjr luinsdt Loi-d 
'^Iiift'-sLury bfiil, that aometlimg like a common tible had 
been tiied, tut that it was found altogeiher ea'^ipr or more 
satisfactory for each one fo suit himaeif On this fiooi also, 
was a bathing room, and a well aelected hbraiy ot useful read- 
ing books, histoiy, traTels, &c On the nest floor wcie the 
dormitories — a great hall divided by board pirtitions mto 
little sleeping cells about eight feet =!fiuire each cunt-mung i 
neat bed, chair, and stand. The p^rtltion does not extend 
quite up to the w;ill, and hy ihia mcuii whl pi h inmita 
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enjoys the privacy of a smalt room, he has all the comfort of 
breathing the air of the whole halL 

A working man returning from his daily toil to this place, 
can first enjoy the comfort of a bath j then, going into the 
kitchen, make his cup of tea or coffee, and sitting down at one 
of the clean, scoured tables in the sitting room, sip his tea, and 
look over a book. Or a friendly company may prepare their 
supper and sit down to tea together. Lord Shaftesbury said 
that the effect produced on the men by such an ai-rangement 
was wondei-fal. They became decent, decorous, and self- 
respecting. They passed rales of order for their community. 
They subscribed for tlieir hbrary from their own earnings, and 
the books are mostly of their own selection. "It is remarka- 
ble," said his lordship, " that of their own accord they decid- 
ed to reject eveiy profane, indecent, or immoral work. It 
showed," he said, " how sirong are the influences of the sur- 
roundings in reforming or ruining the character." It should 
be remarked that all these advantages are enjoyed for the 
same price charged by the mobt crowded and filthy of lodging 
houses, namely, fourpence per night, or two shillings per 
week. The building will accommodate eighty-two. The op- 
eration supports itself handsomely. 

I should remark, by the by, that in order to test more fully 
the practicability of the thing, tliis was accomplished in one 
of the worst neighborhoods in London. 

From these we proceeded to view a more perfect specimen 
of the same sort in the Model Lodging House of George 
Street, Eloomsbury Squaic, a house which was built A novo, 
for the puipose of perfectly illustrating the principle. This 
house accommodates one hundred and fnur workmg men, and 
combines every thing essential or valuable in such an estab- 
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lisiiraent — complete ventilation and drainage; the use of !i 
distinct living i-oom; a kitchen and a wash house, a bath, and 
an ample supply of water, and all the conveniences which, 
while promoting the physical comfort of the inmates, tend to 
increase their self-respect, and elevate them in the scale of 
moral and intellectual beings. The arrangement of tie prin- 
cipal apartments are such as to insure economy as well aa 
domestic comfort, the kitehen and wash house being fui'niahed 
with every requisite convenience, induding a bath supplied 
with hot and eold water ; also a separate and well-ventilated 
safe for the food of each inmate. Under the care of the 
superintendent is a small, but well-selected library. 

The coromon room, thirty-three feet long, twenty-three feet 
wide, and ten feet nine inches high, is paved with white tiles, 
laid on brick arches, and on each aide are two rows of tables 
with seats j at the fireplace is a constant supply of hot water, 
and above it are the rules of the establishment The stair- 
case, which occupies the centre of the buijding, is of stone. 
The dormitories, eight in number, ten feet high, are subdivid- 
ed with movabie wood petitions sis feet nine inches high ; 
each compartment, enclosed by its own door, is fitted up with 
a bed, chaii-, and clothes box. A shaft is cai'ried up at the 
end of every room, the ventilation through it being assisted 
by the introduction of gas, which lights tlie apartment. A 
similar shaft is earned up the staircase, supplying fresh air 
to the dormitories, ■with a provision for warming it, if necessa- 
ry. The washing closets on each floor are fitted up with state, 
having japanned iron basins, and water laid on. 

During tlie fearful ravages of the diolera in this immediat<) 
neighborhood, not one case occurred in this house among Hn 
one hundred and four inmalca. 
10* 
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From axis place we proceeded fo one, if any tiling, more in- 
teresljng to me. This was upon the same principle appropri- 
ated fo the lodgment of single women. When one considers 
the defenceless condition of single women, who labor for their 
own subsistence in a large city, how easily they are imposed 
upon and oppressed, and how quickly a constitution may be 
destroyed for waut of pure air, fresh water, and otKev common 
necessaries of life, one fully appreciates the worth of a lai^e 
and beautiful building, which provides for this oppressed, 
fragile olaas. 

The Thanksgiving Model Buildings at Poi-t Pool Lane, 
Gray's Inn, are so called because tliey were built with a 
thant-offering collected in the various reHgious sodeliea of 
London, as an appropriate expression of their gratitude to 
God for the removal of the cholera. This block of buildings 
lias in it accommodations for twenty families, and one hundi-ed 
and twenty-eight single women ; together with a public wash 
house, and a large cellar, in which are stored away the goods 
of those women who live by the huckster's trade. 

The hundred and twenty-eight single women, of whom the 
majority are supposed to be poor needlewomen, occupy sixty- 
four rooms in a building of four stories, divided by a central 
staircase ; a corridor on either side forms a lobby ft> eight 
rooms, each twelve feet six inclies long, by nine feet six icchea 
wide, sufB-ciently large for two persons. They are fitted up 
with two bedsteads, a table, chairs, and a washing stand. The 
charge is one shilling per week for each person, or two shil- 
lings per room. 

Lord Shaftesbury took me into one of the rooms, where 
was an aged female parfjally bedridden, who maintained her- 
self by sewing. The room was the picture of neatness and 
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comfort ; a good supply of liot and cold water was fumiahed 
in it. Her work was spread out by her upon the bed, togeth- 
er with her Bible and hymn book ; she looked cheerful and 
comfortable. She seemed pleased to see Lord Shaftesbury, 
whom she had evidently seen many times before, as his is a 
famili'u- countenance in all these place'- '^he expressed the 
most fervent thonkf lutis for tl e juiet oi lei "in 1 comfort of 
her pleasant ljdj,mg^ comji g tl ^m very f elugly ivith 
whit use 1 to he her Co dit o before ai y s ch pi h I b en 
I lovided 

Fiom tl ■* plnce i e Irove to tlie Sf eitham Street Lodj^m 
Houae foi famil es of whidi the following is an outside view 




This building is, in the first place, Are proof; in the second, 
the sepai'atioii in the parts belong^g to different families is 
rendered complete and perfect by the use of hollow brick for 
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3 of tlie house, and all the refuse of the cookery, 
have only to he thrown down to disappear foreyer ; while 
the sink is supphed to an unlimited extent with hot and cold 
water. These galleries, into which every tenement opens, run 
rouad the inside of the hollow court vMch the huilding en- 
closes, and afford an admirable play-place for the httle chil- 
dren, out of the dangers and temptations of the street, and in 
view of their respective moUiers. The foregoing print, repre- 
senting the inner half of the quadrangle, shows the arrange- 
ment of the gaUeries. 

"How," said Lord Shaftesbury, as he was showing me 
through these teaements, which were models of neatness and 
good keeping, " you must bear in mind that these are tenanted 
by the very people who once were living in the dirtiest and 
filthiest lodging houses ; people wiom the world said, it did no 
good to try to helps that they liied to be dirty better than 
dean, and would he dirty under any circumstances." 

He added the following anecdote to show the effect of poor 
lodgings in degrading the character. A fine young man, of 
some considerable taste and talent, obtained his living by design- 
ing patterns for wall paper. A long and expensive illness so 
reduced his drcumstances, that he was ohUged U> remove to one 
of these lo%v, filthy lodging houses ah'eady alluded to. From 
fliat time ho became an altered man ; his wife said that ha lost 
all energy, all taste in designing, love of reading, and fond- 
ness for his family; began to fi-equent drinking shops, and was 
visibly on the road to ruin. Hearing of these lodging houses, 
he succeeded in renting a tenement in one of them, for the 
same sum which he had paid for the miserable dwelling. 
Under the influence of a neat, airy, pleasaat, domestic home, 
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the man's better nature again awoke, his health impi'OYed, he 
ceased to crave ardent Bpirita, and his former ingenuity in his 
profession returned. 

" Now, fiis shows," said Lord Shaftesbury, " that hundreda 
may have been ruined simply by living in miserable dwellinga." 
I looked into this young man's tenement ; it was not only 
neat, but ornamented with a great variety of engravings 
tastefully disposed upon the wall. On my expressing my 
pleasure in this circumstance, he added, "It ia one of the 
pleasanteat features of the case, to notice how soon they 
began to ornament their little dwellings; some have cages 
with singing bii-ds, and some pots of fioweiing plants ; some, 
pictures and engravings." 

" And are fliese buildings successful in a pecuniary point of 
view ? " I said. " Do they pay their own way ? " 

"Yes," he replied, " they do. I consider that these build- 
ings, if they have done nothing more, have established two 
points : first, that the poor do not prefer dirt and disorder, 
where it is possible for them to secure neatne^ and order; 
and second, thj,t buUdrngs ■mth every proper accommodation 
can be afforded at a price which will support an establish- 
ment." 

Sjwd I, '■ Are people imitating these lodging houses very 
rapidly ? " 

" To a great extent they are," he replied, "but not so much 
as I desire. Buildings on these principles have been erected 
in the principal towns of England and Scotland. The state 
of the miserable dwellings, courts, alleys, &c., is the conse- 
quence of the neglect of former days, when speculators and 
buUders were allowed to do as they liked, and run up hovels, 
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wlierc the woi'king man, whose honsa must ho regulated, not 
by hia choice, but by his work, was compelled then, as he ia 
now, to live, however naiTow, unhealthy, or repulsive the 
place might be. This was called ' the hberty of tlie subject.' " 
It has been one of Lord Shaftesbuiy's most arduous parliament- 
ary labors to bring the lodging houses under goyemmental 
regulation. He told me that he introduced a bill to this effect 
in the House of Commons, while a member, as Lord Ashley, 
and that just as it had passed through the House of Commons, 
he entered the House of Lords, as Lord Shaftesbury, and so 
had the satisfaction of carrying the hill to its completion in 
that house, where it passed in the year 1851. The provisions 
of this bill require every keeper of a lodging house to register 
his name at the Meti'opolilan Police Office, under a penalty of 
a fine of five pounds for every lodger received before this ia done. 
After having given notice t« tiie police, they are not allowed 
to receive lodgers until the oiScers have inspected the house, to 
see whether it accords with the required conditions. Tlieae 
conditions are, that the waUs and ceilings be whitewashed ; 
that the floors, stairs, beds, and b'ed clothes are clean; 
that there be some mode of ventilating every room ; that 
each house be provided with every accommodation for pro- 
moting decency and neatness ; that tlie drains and cesspools 
are perfect; the yards properly paved, so as to run dry; and 
that each house has a supply of water, with conveniences for 
cooiing and washing; and fiaiaUy, that no person with an in- 
fectious disease ia inhabiting the house. It is enacted, more- 
over, that only so many shall be placed in a room as shall be 
permitted by the commissioners of the police; and it is made 
an jndispensabJe condition to tiie fltnesa of a house, that the 
proprietor should hang up in every room a card, properly 
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signed by tho police inspector, stating the precise number who 
are allowed to be lodged there. The law also -strictly forbids 
persons of different sexes occupying the same room, except in 
case of manied people with children under ten years of age : 
more than one married couple may not inhabit the same apart- 
ment, without the provision of a screen to secure privacy. It 
is also forbidden to use the kitchens, sculleries, or cellars for 
sleeping rooms, unless specially permitted hy the poUce. The 
keeper of the house is required thoroughly to whitewash the 
walls and ceilings twice a year, and to deanse the drams and 
cesspools whenever requii-ed by the poUce. In case of sick- 
ness, notdce must be immediately given to the police, and such 
measures pursued, for preventing infection, as may be deemed 
judicious hy the inspector. 

The commissioner of police reports to tlie ^eeiLt ly of 
state systematically as to Hie results of thi« system 

After looking at these things, we proceeled to view one of 
tlie model washing houses, which had been erectel loi thecou- 
venienoe of poor women. We entered a large hiU which 
was divided by low wood partitions into smill ^pirtments, in 
each of which a woman was washing. The whole pioce&s of 
washing clothes in two or three waters, and hoiluig them can 
be effected without moving from the spot or chingmg the tub. 
Each successive water is let out at the bottom wliile fresh is 
let on from the top "When the clothes ai e i eady to be boiled, 
a wooden cover is placed 01 pr them, and a stream of scalding 
steam is diieetef! mto the tub, by taming a stop cock ; this 
boils th*" wifer m 1 few momenfs, effectually cleansing the 
dotlies , they are then ■\\ hirle 1 in a hollow cylinder till nearly 
dry, after which tliej aie di'i^vn tlirough two rollers covered 
Wifh flann I «hi li pie^^sc e\i.ry remaining particle of water 
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out of them. The clothes are then hung upon frames, which 
shut into large closets, and are dried by steam in a very short 
space of time. 

Lord Shaftesbury, pointing out the partitions, said, " This 
is an arrangement of delicacy to save their feelings : their 
clothes are sometimes so old and shabby they do not want to 
show them, poor things." I thought this feature wortliy of 
special notice. 

In addition to all these improvements for the laboring 
classes, very lai^e bathing establishments have been set up 
espressly for the use of the woi-lting classes. To show the 
popularity and effectiveness of this movement, five hundred 
and fifty thousand baths were given in three houses during 
the year 1850. Tliese bathing establishments for the working 
claaaea are rapidly increasing in every part of the kingdom. 

When we returned to our carriage aller this survey, I re- 
marked to Lord Shaftesbury that the combined influence of 
tliese causes must have wrought a considerable change in the 
city. He answered, with energy, "You can have no idea, 
"Whole streets and districis have been revolutionized by it. 
The people who were formerly savage and ferocious, because 
they supposed themselves despised and abandoned, are now 
perfectly quiet and docile. I can assure you that Lady 
Shafl;esbMry has walked alone, with no attendant but a little 
child, through streets in London where, years ago, a well- 
dressed man could not have passed safely without an Kscort 
of the police." 

I said to him that I saw nothing now, with aU the improve- 
ments they were making throughout the kingdom, to prevent 
their working chisses from becoming quite a^ prosperous as 
ours, except the want of a temperance reformn:ion. 
VOL. II. 11 
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lie assented with earnestness. He believed, he said, 
that the amount spent in liq^uors of various kinds, which do 
no good, but much injury, was enoiigh to furnish every labor- 
er's dwelling, not only with oomforta, but witli elegances. 
" But then," be said, "one thing is to be considered : a reform 
of the dwellings will do a great deal towards promoting a. 
temperance reformation. A man who lives in a close, un- 
wholesome dwelling, deprived of the natural stimuliis of fresh 
air and pure water, eomes into a morbid and unhealthy state ; 
he craves stimulants to support the sinking of bis vital 
powers, caused by these unhealthy influences." There is cer- 
tainly a great deal, of truth in this ; and I think that, in 
America, we should add to the force of our Maine law by 
adopting some of the restrictions of the Lodging House act. 

I have addressed this letter to you, my dear cousin, oa 
account of the deep interest yon have taken in the condition 
of the poor and periahing m the city of New ^Lork Wbilo 
makmg the'io exammatiun's, tlieso que tions occuned to my 
mind Gould oui rich Christian men employ then cipitil m a 
mor" evon^elicil manner, oi more adorn the utj of Mew 
York, thin by r'u ing i lu-ge and beaulitul lodging hou'in, 
which should givp the means of health comfort, -md vigor to 
thousands of porr needlewomen'' The sime query may be 
repeated concerning all the othei lodging houses I i ave men- 
tioned. Furthermore, should not a movement for the registra- 
tion and inspection of common lodging houses keep pace with 
efforts to suppress the sale of spiiits ? The poison of these 
dismal haunts creates a craving for stimulants, which constant- 
ly tends to break oyer and evade law. 



I ..Google 



St!NNY MEH0KIE3 OP EOBEIGN LANDS. 



LETTER XXIX. 

Deak Father: — 

I wish in this letter to give you a brief view of the move- 
menls ia this country for the reli^ous instruction and general 
education of the masses. If we compare the tone of feeling 
now prevalent with that existing but a few years hack, we 
notice a stiiking diauge, Ko longer ago than in tlie time of 
Lady Huntington we find a lady of quality ingenuously con- 
fessing that her chief source of scepticism in regard to Chris- 
tjanitj was, that it actually seemed to imply that ^e educated, 
the refined, the noble, must needs he saved hy the same Sa- 
vior and the same gospel with the ignorant and debased 
working classes. Traces of a similar style of feeling are dis- 
cernible in the letters of the polished correspondents of Han- 
nah More. Eobert "Walpole gayly intimates himself somewhat 
shocked at tlie idea that fJie nobility and the vulgar should be 
equally subject to flia restraints of tie Sabbath and the law 
of God — equally exposed to the sanctions of endless retribu- 
tion. Aud Toung makes his high-born dame inquire, 

" Slioll pleasures of a ahott duration chain 



In broad contrast to this, aU the modern populai- movements 
in England are based upon the recognition of the equal value 
of every human sonl- Tiic TImea, the most aristocratic paper 
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m Enelatd pibli 1 p? klle i f om needl «omen i d lif^s 
makoi ajiicutiLe^ and ii-ids gia\e letturea to dudieaoes and 
counte ses on fheii duties to their poor sisteis One may 
fancy what i stii this would have mide in the courtlj ctrclus 
of the reign of Geoige II I I'lhion ible liter<iture now ar 
iiys itself oa the side of the working tlosse*! The current 
of novel wiiticg is re^eiiied Instead of miliinerb and chain 
bcimaido being benitihtJ iiitU the ad^entuies of counter es 
and dukei we now hwe tne loida and ladies hanging en- 
diantel over the hiblory of John tlie Gamer with his little 
Dot, dropping 'Jjmpithetio teirs into httle ChaiLes wash tub, 
and puisuing the fortunes of a dressmakers apprentice, m 
company with pool Sniike and honest Jobn Brodie and hia 
iitfle loik h le wife Punch lauglis ■)£ everj lody Jut the 
woik people and if ow tsiocilly he huehs at thum it 19 
rather in a kindlj way than with anj air of lontempt Then, 
Pnni,e Albeit visits modtl lodging hou e* uid eommanda all 
the ingenuity of the kingdom to expend tf'iclf in completing 
the ideal of a woil man's cottage for ib<, great Woilds Fan 
Lords deliver lyceum lectures ; ladies patronize ragged schools ; 
committees of duchesses meliorate the condition of needle- 
women. In short, the great ship of the l^rld has tacked, and 
stands on another course. 

The beginning of this great humanitarian movement in 
England was undoubtedly the struggle of Clarlison, Wil- 
berforce, and their associates, for the overthrow of the slave 
trade. In that struggle the religious democratic element was 
brought to bear for years upon the mind of Parliament. The 
negro, most degraded of men, was taken up, and for years 
made to agitate British society on the simple ground tliat he 
had a human soul. 
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Of course the religious obligations of sodety to every human 
eoul were involved in the discussioE. It educated Parliament, 
it educated the comniuDity. Parliament became accustomed 
to hearing the simple principles of tlie gospel asserted in its 
halls as of binding force. Tiie community were trained in 
habits of efficient benevolent action, wliicli they have never 
lost The use of tracts, of committees, of female eoopera^ 
lion, of voluntary association, and all the appliances of organ- 
ized reform were discovered and successfully developed. The 
triumphant victory then achieved, moreover, became tho 
pledge of future conquests in eveiy department of refoiin. 
Concerning the movements for the elevation of the masses, 
Lord Shaftesbury has kindly furnished me with a few brief 
memoranda, set down as nearly as possible in chronological 
order- 
In the first place, there has been reform of the poor laws. 
So corrupt had this system become, that a distinct caste had 
well nigh sprung into permanent existence, families having 
been known to subsist in idleness for five generations solely 
by means of skilful appropriation of public and private 
charities. 

The law giving to paupers tie preference in all cases ivhere 
any public work was to be done, operated badly. Good work- 
men might starve for want of work : by declaring themselves 
paupers they obtained employment. Thus, virtually, a bounty 
was offered to pauperism. His lordsHp remarks, — ■ 

" There have been sad defects, »o doubt, and some harsh- 
ness, under the new system ; but the general result has been 
excellent; and, in many instances, the system has been re- 
duced to practice in a truly patriarchal spirit. The great dif- 
ficulty and the great failure are found In the right and safe 
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Instances arc recorded of individuals who were exhumed 
from cells where they had existed without clothing or cleans- 
ing, as was ascertained, for years after they had entirely 
recovered the exercise of sound reason. Lord Shaftesbury 
pi-ocured the passage of bills securing the thorough super- 
vision of these institutions by competent visiting committees, 
and the seasonable dismissal of all wlio were pronounced 
cured; and the adoption fof the pauper in*aue of a judicious 
course of remedial treatment. 

The third step was the passage of the ten houi- factory 
bilL This took nearly eighteen years of lab'ii' and unceas- 
ing acdvity in Parliament and in the provinces. Its op- 
eration affects full half a million of actual workers, and, 
if the families he included, nearly (wo millions of persons, 
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young and old. Two ll.ivds as many as tlie aontherii 
slaves. 

It is neeilless to enlarge on the horrible disclosures in. ref- 
erence to tlie factory operatives, made iluriog this investiga- 
tion, England never shuddered with a deeper thrill at the 
unveiling of American slavery than did all America at this 
unveiling of the wliit«-labor slavery of England. In reading 
the speeches of Lord Shaftesbury, one sees, that, in present- 
ing this subject, he had to encounter the same opposition and 
obloquy which now beset those in America who seek the abo- 
lition of slavery. 

In the beginning of one of his speeches, his lordship says, 
" Nearly eleven ycai's have now elapsed since I first made 
the proposition to tlie house which I shall renew this night. 
Never, at any time, have I felt greater apprehension, or even 
anxiety. Mot through any fear of persontd defeat; for disap- 
pointment is 'the badge of our tribe;' but because I know 
well the hostiKty that I have aroused, and the certain issues 
of indiscretion on my part aiFecting the welfiire of those who 
have so long confided their hopes and interests to my charge," 
One may justly wonder on what conceivable grounds any 
could possibly oppose the advocate of a measure like this. 
He was opposed on the same ground that Clarkson was resist- 
ed in seeking the abohtion of the slave trade. As Boswell 
said that "to abolish the slave trade would be to shut the 
gates of mercy on mankind," so the advocates of eighteen 
hours labor in factories said that the ten hour system would 
diminish produce, lower wages, and bring starvation on the 
workmen. His lordship was denounced as an incendiary, a 
meddling fanatic, interfering with the rights of masters, and 
desiring to exalt his own oriler by destroying the prosperity 
of the manufnctiirera. 
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Ill the conclusion of one of liis apeechea, he aays, " Sir, it 
may not ha given me to pass over this Jordan ; other and 
better men have preceded me, and I entered into theii" labors; 
other and hetter men will foUow me, and enter into mine ; but 
this consolation I shall ever continue to enjoy — that, amidst 
much inJHslice and somewhat of calumny, we have at last 
' lighted such a candle in England as, by God's blessing, shall 
never be put out.'" 

The next effort was to regulate the labor of children 
in the calico and print works. The great unhealthineaa of 
the work, and the tender age of the childxen employed, — 
some even as young as four years — were fully disclosed. 
An extract from his lordship's remarks on this subject will 
show that human nature takes the same courae in all coua- 
triea ; " Sir, in the various discussiona on theae kindred 
subjects, there has been a perpetual endeavor (o drive us 
from the point under debate, and taunt us with a narrow and 
one-sided humanity. I was told there were far greater evils 
iliaa those I had assailed — that I had left untouched mucli 
worse things. It was in vain to reply that no one could 
grapple with the whole at once ; my opponents on the ten 
hour bill sent nie to the coUieries ; when I invaded the col- 
lieries I was referred to the print works j from the print 
works I know not fo what I shall be sent; for what can be 
worse ? Sir, it has been said to me, more than once, ' "Where 
will you stop ? ' I reply, Nowhere, so long as any portion of 
this mighty evil remains to be removed. I confess that my 
desire and ambition are to bi-ing all the laboring children of 
this empire within the reach and opportunities of education, 
within the sphere of useful and happy citizens. I am ready, 
so far aa my services are of any value, to devote what little I 
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have of energy, and all the remainder of my life, to llie ac- 
complishment of this end. The labor would be gi'caf, and 
the anxieties very heavy ; hut I fear neither one nor the 
other, I fear nothing but defeat." 

From the allusion, above, to the colliery effort, it would 
seem that the act for removing women and children from 
the coalpits preceded the reform of the printworks. Con- 
cerning the result of these various enterpi'ise=, he says, 
" The present state of things rnay be told in few words. Full 
fifty thousand children under thirteen years of age attend 
school every day. None are worked more than seven, gen- 
erally only six, hourt in the day. Those above thirteen and 
under eighteen, and all women, are limited lo ten hours and 
a half, exclusive of the time for meals. The work begins at 
six in the morning and ends at six in the evening. Satur- 
day's labor ends at four o'clock, and there is no work on 
Sunday, The printworks are brought under regulation, and 
the women and children removed from the coalpits." His 
lordship adds, " The report of inspectors which I send yon 
will give you a faint picture of the physical, social, and moral 
good that has resulted. 1 may safely say of tliese measures, 
that God has blessed them far beyond my expectation, and 
almost equal to my heart's desire." 

The next great benevolent movement is the ragged school 
Bystem. Fi-om a miserable hole in Field Lane, tlicy have 
grown up to a hundred and sixteen in number. Of these Lord 
Shaftesbury says, "They have produced^! speak seriously 
— some of the most beautiful fruits that ever grew upon the 
tree of life, I believe that from the teachers and from the 
children, though many are now gone to their rest, might 
have been, and might still be, selected some of the most pure, 
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Bimjilc, aiFuctionafo specimens of Clirialjanity the world ever 
saw." Gfowing out of the ragged schnol ia an institution of 
most interesting character, called " a place for repentance." 
It had its origin in (he cfforta of a young man, a Mr. Nash, 
(o reform two of his pupils. They said they wished to ho 
honesty hut had nothing to eat, and must steal to live. Though 
poor himself, ho invited them to his humhle abode, and shared 
witli them his living. Other pupils, hearing of this, desired 
to join with them, and hecome honest too. Soon lie had six. 
Now, the honest scholars in the ragged school, eceing what 
was going on, of then' own accord began to share their bread 
with tliis little band, and to contribute their pennies. Grad- 
ually tie number increased. Benevolent individusJs noticed 
it, and supplies flowed in, until at last it has grown to be an 
estahliahment in which several hundreds are seekiog infor- 
mation. To prevent imposition, a rigid probation is pre- 
scribed. Fourteen days the applicant feeds on bread and 
water, in solitary confinement, with the door unfastened, so 
that he can depart at any moment If he goes through wilh 
that ordeal it is thought he really wants to he honest, and he 
is admitted a member. After sufficient time spent in the in- 
stitution to form correct habits, assistance is given him to 
emigrate to some of the colonies, to commence hfe, as it were, 
anew. Lord Shaftesbury has taken a deep interest in this 
establishment ; and among other affecting letters received 
from its colonists in Australia, is one to him, commencing, 
" Kind lord Ashley," in which the boy says, " I wish your 
lordship would send out more boys, and use your influence to 
convert aH the prisons into ragged schools. As soon as I get 
a farm I shall call it after your name." 

A little anecdote related by Mr. Nash shows the grate- 
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fid feelings of the inmates of this institution. A number of 
them were very desiroas to have a print of Lord Shaftesbury, 
to hang up in their sitting room. Mr. Nash told them he 
knew of no way, in which they could earn the money, except 
by giving up sometliing from their daily allowance of food. 
This they cheerfully agreed to do. A benevolent gentleman 
offered to purchase the picture and present it to them ; but 
they unanimously dechned. Tliey wanted it to be their own, 
they said, and they could not feel that it was so unless they 
did something for it themselves. 

Connected with the ra^ed school, also, is a movement 
for establishing what are called ragged churches — a system 
of simple, gratuitous religious instruction, which goes out to 
seek those who feel too poor and degraded to be willing to 
enter the churches. 

Another of the great movements in England is the insti- 
tution of the Laborer's Friend Society, under the patronage of 
the most distinguished personages. Its principal object has 
been the promotion of allotments of land in the country, to 
be cultivated by the peasantry after their day's labor, thus 
adding to their day's wages the produce of their fields and 
gardens. It has been instrumental, first and last, of establish- 
ing nearly four hundred thousand of these allotments. It 
publishes, also, a monthly paper, called the Laborer's Friend, 
in which all subjects relative to the elevation of the working 
classes receive a full discussion. 

In consequence of all these movements, the dwellings of the 
laboring classes throughout Great Britain are receiving much 
attention ; so that, if matters progress for a few years as they 
have done, Ihe cottages of the working people will be excelled 
by none in the world. 
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Anotlier great movement is the repeal of the corn laws, the 
benefit of whiyli is too obvious to need cominent. 

Wliat has been doing for milliners and dressmakers, for the 
reform lodging houses, and for tte supply of haths and ■wash 
houses, I have shown at length in former letters. I will add 
thai the city of London hia the spi\ 'ces of one hundred and 
twenty city mia lonaiies 

Theieia a gieat niultiphcatton of churches onlof clergy- 
men to labor in the moic populous distn ts The Pastoral 
Aid Society and Ihe Scripture Readiag Society are both ex- 
tensive smd fruitiui hboieio foi tl e serviti, of thp mass of the 

There has also been a public health act, by which towns 
and villages are to he drained and supplied with water. This 
ha'i gone into opei it on in ibout one hundred and sixty pop 
ulous places vnth the moat beneficial results 

In fine Lor) Sinflcsbury sajs The best proof that the 
people are cared f r and that they know it appeared in the 
jeji 1848 All Euiope waa convuLed Kmga wpre faUing 
Lke rotten peaii We were as quiet and hajpy in Eng 
land as the President of the United Slates in his drawing 

It IS true that all the e efforts unite! could not radically 
relieve the distress of the working classes weie it not in the 
outlet furnished by emigiation But Australia hai opened as 
a new woild of hope Uf en England And confirraatorj of all 
other 1 lovements toi the good of the working classes come 
the beievole t cfto ts of M Chiiiholm inl the colonizing 
souety foimed inlei her auspi e 

I will idv flnallj that the a. pett of the lel g oua mind of 
England, as 1 have been called fo meet it, is very encouragmg 
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in this respect; that it is Humble, active, and practical. With 
all that has been done, they do not count themselves to have 
attained, or to be already perfect; and they evidently think 
and speak more of the work that yet remains to be done than 
of victories already achieved. Could you, my dear father, 
have been with me through the different religious circles it 
has been my privilege to enter, from the humble cotter's fire- 
side to the palace of the highest and noblest, your heart would 
share with mine a sincere joy in the thought that the Lord 
"has much people" in England. Called by different names, 
Churchman, Puseyite, Dissenter, Presbyterian, Independent, 
Quaker, differing widely, sincerely, earnestly, I have still 
found among them all evidence of that true piety which con- 
sists in a humble and childhke spirit of obedience to God, 
and a sincere desh-e to do good to man. It is comforting 
and encouraging to know, that while lliere are many sects and 
opinions, there is, after all, but one Christianity. I sometimes 
think that it has been my peculiar lot to see the exhibition of 
more piety and loveliness of spirit in the differing sects and 
i-anks in England than they can see in eacli other. And it 
lays in my mind a deep foundation of hope for that noble 
country. My belief is, that a regenerating process is going on 
in England ; a gradual advance in religion, of which contend- 
ing parties themselves are not^ware. Under various forms 
all are energizing together, I trust, under the guidance of a 
superior spirit, who is gently moderating acerbities, removing 
prejudices, inclining to conciliation and harmony, and prepxir- 
jng England to develop, from many outward forms, the one, 
pure, beautiful, invisible church of Christ. 
VOL. n. 12 
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LETTER XXX. 

London, Juno 3. 
My deae Husband : — 

According to request I will endeavor to keep yon iniformed 
of all our goings on after you left, up to the time of our de- 
parture for Paris. 

"We liave borne in mind your adyiee to hasten away to tlie 
continent. C. wi-ote, a day or two since, to Mi-a. C. at Paris, 
to secure very private lodgings, and by no means let any one 
know that we were comiug. She haa replied, urging us to 
come to her house, and promising entire seclusion and rest. 
So, since you departed, we have been passing with a kind of 
comprehemive skip and jump over remaining engagenienta. 
And firet, the evening after you left, came off the presentation 
of the inkstand by the ladies of Surrey Chapel. 

Our kind Mi-. Shei-man showed great taste aa well as energy 
in the ai-rangementg. The lecture room of the cliapel was 
prettily adorned witli flowers. Lord Shaftesbury was in the 
i;hair, and flie Duchess of Argyle and the Marquis of Stafford 
were tliere. Miss Greenfield sang some songs, and there were 
speeches in which each speaker said all the obliging things he 
could think of to the rest. Eev. Mr. Einney complimented 
the nobility, and Lord Shaftesbury complimented the people, 
and all were but too kind in what they said to me — in fact, 
there was general good humor in the whole scene. 

The inkstand is a bciiutiful specimen of silvcrwork. It is 
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eighteen inches long, ivitli a group of silver figuues on it, rep- 
resenting Keljgioa witb. the Bible in her hand, giving liberty to 
the slave. The slave is a masterly piece of work. He stands 
with his hands clasped, looking np to heaven, while a white 
man is knockicg the shackles from his feet. Eat the prettiest 
part of the scene was the presentation of a gold pen, by a band 
of beautiful children, one of whom made a very pretty speech. 
1 called the little things to come and stand around me, and 
talked with them a few minutes, and this was all the speaking 
that fell to my share. Now this, really, was too kind of these 
ladies, and of our brotherly friend Mr. S., and I was quite 
touched with it ; especially as I have been able myself to do 
so very litUe, socially, for auy body's pleasure. Mi-. Sherman 
still has continued to be as thoughtful and carnful an a brother 
could be ; and his daughter, Mrs. B., I fcttr, has rohhed her 
own family to give us the additional pleaiuie of her society. 
"We rode out with her one day into the coantiy, and saw her 
home and Httle family. Saturday morning we breaifaated at 
Stafford House. I wish you could have been there. All was 
as cool, and quiet, and still there, as in some retreat deep in 
the country. We went firet into the duchess's boudoir, — you 
remember, — where is that beautiful crayon sketch of Lady 
Constance. The duchess was dressed in pale blue. "We 
talked with her some time, before anyone came in, about Miss 
G reenfield. I showed her a simple note to her grace in which 
Miss G. tried ta express her gratitude, and which she had sent 
to me to correct for her. The duchess stud, " 0, give it me I it 
is a great deal better as it is. I like it just as she -UTote it." 
People always like simplicity and fnith better than finish. 
After entering the breakfast room the Duke and Duchess of 
Argyio, and Lord Carikile appcai'ed, and soon after Lord 
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Shaftesbuiy. We breakfasted in that beautiful green room 
wliicli has t!ie two statues, tke Eve of Thorwaldseu and the 
Venus of Canova. The view of the gardens and trees from the 
■window gave one a sense of seclusion and security, and made 
me forget that we were in great, crowded London. A pleaa- 
Mit talk we had. Among other things they proposed various 
inquiries respecting afEairs in America, particulaiiy as to the 
difference between Presbyterians and Congregationalisfs, the 
influence of the Assembly's Catechism, and the peculiarities 
of the other religious denominations. 

The Duke of Argyle, who is a Presbyterian, seemed to feel 
an interest in those points. Jle said it indicated great power 
in the Assembly's Catechism that it could hold such ascendency 
in such a free country. 

la the course of the conversation it was asked if there was 
really danger that the antislavery spirit of England would ex- 
cite ill feehng between the two countries. 

I said, were it possible that America were always to toler- 
ate and defend slavery, this might be. But this would bo 
self-destruction. It cannot, must not, will not be. "We shall 
stni^Ie, and shall overcome ; and when the victory has been 
gained we shall love England all the more for her noble stand 
in the conflict. As I said this I happened to turn to tho 
duchess, and her beautiful face was lighted with such a strong, 
inspired, noble expression, as set its seal at once in my heart. 

Lord Carlisle is going to Constantinople ki-morrow, or next 
day, to be gone perhaps a year. The eastern question is much 
talk 1 of now an 1 tl e cl nces of war between Russia and 
Turie 

Lo 1 SI of e bu y no v ill-engaged upon the fete o{ tlie 
seve tl d 1 ty 1 Id en, which is to come off at St. 
Pail ne t n 1 3 
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The Duchesses of Suthei'land and Argyle were to hare at- 
tended, but the queen has just come to town, and the first 
drawing room will be held on Tliursday, so that they will ba 
unable. His lordsMp had previously invited me, and this 
morning renewed the invitation. Our time to leave London 
is flxod for Friday ; but, aa I am told, there is no siglit more 
peculiar and beautiful than this fete, and I fiiink I can man- 
age both to go there and be forward with my prepaiations. 

In the afternoon of this day I went with Lord Shafte'fbuiy 
over the model lodging Iiousea, which I have de'^cribed i ery 
particularly in a letter to Mr, C. L. B. 

On Thursday, at five P. M., we drove to Stafford House, to 
go with her grace to the House of Parliament. "What a mag- 
nificent building ! I say so, in contempt of all criticism. I 
hear that ali sorts of things are said against it. For my part, 
I consider that no place is so utterly hopeless as that of a mod- 
em architect intrusted with a great publn. builimg. It is not 
his fault that he is modern, but his misfoifone Things whicli 
in old buildings are sanctioned by time he miy not attempt ; 
and if he strikes out nsw things, thtt is still worse. He is 
fair game for every body's critici=ao He budds too high for 
one, too low for auotlier ; is too ornate for this, too pl^n for 
that , he sacnficfs utdity to seaihetics, or esthetics to utility, 
and somebody la diapleased eithei way Thp duchess has 
been n sympathizmg fiicnd of the architect through this ar- 
duous oideal She took plei^iue and pride in his work, jaid 
showed it to me as somefhim; in whjji she felt m almost per- 
sonal mtfie'-t 

For my put I fieely c'>nfe'^^ tint vmvtd as i natioml 
monument it seems to me i sji md one Wlnt i =ipk i 
did hi-t^ric toiiidcr id eld IVestmmstei Hill, mitli itn incic it 
\1^ 
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oaieii roof! I seemed to see all that brilliant scene when 
Burke spoke there amid the nohilitj, wealth, and fashion of 
all England, in the "Warren Hastings trial. That speech 
always makes me shudder. I think there never was any thing 
more powerful than its conclusion. Then the corridor that is 
to he lined with statues of the great men of England will be 
a noble affair. The statue of Hampden is gi-and. Will they 
leave out Cromwell ? There is less need of a monument to 
him, it is true, than to most of them. "We went info the 
House of Lords. The Earl of Carlisle made a speech on the 
Cuban question, in the course of which he alluded very grace- 
fully to a petition from certain ladies that England should en- 
force the treaties for the pi-evention of the slave trade there ; 
and spoke very feelingly on the reasons why woman should 
manifest a particular interest for tlie oppressed. The Duke 
of Argylc and the Bishop of Oxford ciune over to the place 
where we were sitting. Her grace intimated to the bishop a 
desii-e to hear from him on the question, and in the course of 
a few moments after returning to his place, he arose and 
spoke. He has a fine voice, and speaks very elegantly. 

At last I saw Lord Aberdeen. He looks like some of our 
Presbyterian elders ; a plain, grave old man, with a bald head, 
and dressed in black ; by the by, I believe I have heard 
that he is an elder in the National kirk ; I am told he is a 
very good man. You don't know how strangely and dreamily 
this House of Lords, as seen to-day, mixed itself up witli my 
Hstorie recollections of by-gone days. It had a very sheltered, 
comfortable parlor-like air. The lords in their cushioned 
seats seemed like men that had met, in a social way, to talk 
over public affairs ; it was not at all that roomy, vast, de- 
clamatory national hall I had imagined. 
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Then we \vm\t into tie House of Commons. Tliere is a 
kind of latticed gallery to which ladies are admitted — a 
charming little oriental rookery. There we found the Duch- 
ess of Argyle and others. Lord Carlisle afterwariJs joined 
us, and we went all over the house, examining the frescoes, 
looking into closets, tea rooms, hbraries, smoking rooms, com- 
mitteo rooms, and aU, till I was thoroughly initiated. TJie 
terrace that skirta the Thames is magoificent. I inquired if 
any but members might enjoy it No ; it was only for states- 
men ; our short promenade there waa, therefore, an act of 

On the whole, when this Parliament House shall have gath- 
ered the dust of two hundred years, — when Victoria's reign is 
among the myths, — future generalJoos will then venerate this 
building as one of the rare creations of old masters, and de- 
clare tliat no modern structure can ever equal it. 

The next day, at three o'clock, I went to Miss Greenfield's 
first public morning concert, a bill of which I send you. She 
comes out under the patronage of all the great names, you 
observe, lady Hatherton was there, and the Duchess of 
Sutherland, with all her daughters. 

Miss Greenfield did very well, and was heard with indul- 
gence, though surrounded by arlists who had enjoyed what 
she had not — a hfe's trMning. I could not but think what a 
loss to art is the enslaving of a race which might produce so 
much musical talent. Had she had culture equal to her voice 
and ear, no singer of any country could have surpassed hor. 
There could even be sBsociationa of poetry thrown around tJie 
dusky hue of her brow were it associated with the triumpha 

After concert, tJie Duchess of S. invited Lady H. and my- 



I ..Google 



140 SUNNY MEMORIES OP FOKEIGN J.ANDS. 

self to Staffoi-d House. "We took tea ia the green libraiy. 
Lady C, Campbell was there, and her Grace of Argyle. 
After tea I saw the Duchess of S. a little while alone in her 
boudoir, and took my leave then and there of one as good and 
true-hearted as beautiful and nohle. 

The nest day 1 lunched with Mrs. Malcolm, daughter-iit-law 
of your favorite traveller, Sir Joba Malcolm, of Persian mem- 
ory. You should have been there. The house ia a cabinet 
of Persian curiosities. There was the original of the picture 
of tlio King of Persia in Ker Porter's Travels. It was given 
to Sir John by the monarch himself. There were also two 
daggers which the king presented with his own hand. I think 
Sir John must somehow have mesmerized him. Then Cap- 
tain M, showed me sketches of his father's country house in 
the Himalaya Mountains : think of that 1 The Alps are 
commonplace ; but a country seat in the Himalaya MoimtEuns 
is something worth speaking of. There were two briclts from 
Babylon, and other curiosities innumerable. 

Mrs. M. went with me to call on Lady Carlisle. She spoke 
much of the beauty and worth of her character, and said that 
though educated in the gayest circles of court, she had always 
preserved the same wnworldly purity. MJrs. M. has visited 
Danrobin and seen the Sutherland estates, and spoke much 
of the Duke's character as a landlord, and his efforts for fhg 
improvement of his tenantry. 

Lady Carlisle was very affectionate, and invited me to visit 
Castie Howard on my return to England. 

Thursday I went with Lord Shaftesbury to see the charity 
children. "What a sight ! The whole central part of the 
cathedra! was converted into an amplii theatre, and the chil- 
dren with white caps, white handkerchiefs, and white aprons. 
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looked like a wide flower bed, Tlie rustlmg, when tLey all 
rose up to prayer, was like tlie rise of a flock of doves, and 
■when they chanted the clim-di service, it was the warhie of a 
tliousand little brooks. As Spenser says, — 



During the course of the services, when any little one was 
overcome with sleep or fatiguej he was carefully handed down, 
and conveyed in a man's arms to a refreshment i-oom. 

There was a sermon by tlie Bishop of Chester, very evan- 
gelical and practicaL On the whole, a more peculiar or more 
lovely scene I never saw. The elegant arches of St. Paul's 
could have no more beautiful adornment than those immortal 
flowers. 

Alter service we lunched with a large party, with Mrs, 
Milman, at the deanery near by, Mrs. Jameson was there, 
and Mrs, Gaskell, authoress of Mary Barton and Euth. She 
has a very lovely, gentle face, and looks capable of all the 
pathos that her wrilings show. I promised her a visit when I 
go to Manchester, Thackeray was there with his iine figure, 
and frank, cheerful bearing. He spoke in a noble and broth- 
erly way of America, and seemed to have highly enjoyed his 
visit in our country. 

After this we made a farewell call at the lord mayor's, 
"We found the lady mayoress returned from the queen's draw- 
ing room. From her accounts I should judge tbe ceremonial 
rather fatiguing, Mrs. M. asked me yesterday if I had any 
curiosity to see one. I confessed I had not. Merely to see 
public people in public places, in the way of pai-ade and cere- 
mony, was never interesting to me. I have seen very little 
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of ceremony or show ill England. "Well, now, I liave broiiglit 
you down to this time. I have omitted, however, that I went 
with Lady Hathertoa to call on Mr. and Jlrs. Dickeaa, and 
was sorry to find him too unwell to be ahle to see us. Mrs. 
Diukena, who was busy in attending him, also excused herself, 
and we saw Ms sister. 

To-morrow we go — go to quiet, to ohseuiity, to peace ; to 
Palis — to Switzerland: there we shall find the loneliest 
glen, and, as the Bible says, " fall on sleep." For our adven- 
tures on the way, meanwhile, I refer yon to C.'s journal. 



I ..Google 



' !i>OEElGK LANDS. 



JOURNAL 

LONDON TO PAaiS 

June 4, 1853. Bade a«3ieu with regret to dear Surrey par- 
sonage, and drove to tho great south-western station house. 
" Paris ? " said an official at our cab door. " Paris, by Folke- 
stone and Boulogne," was our answer. And in a few mo- 
menta, without any inconvenience, we were off. Kciiched 
Folkestone at nine, and enjoyed a smooth passage across the 
dreaded channel. The steward's bowls were paraded in vain. 
At Boulogne came the long-feared and abhorred ordeal of 
passports and police. It was nothing. We slipped through 
quite easily. A narrow ladder, the quay, gens-d'armes, a hall, 
a crowd, three whiskers,.a glance at the passport, the unbuc- 
kling of a bundle, voila tout. The moment we issued forth, 
however, upon the quay again, there was a discharge of for- 
ty voices shouting in Prench. For a moment^ completely 
stunned, I forgot where we were, which way going, and wliat 
we wanted. Up jumped a lively little gamin. 

"Monsieur veut oiler a Faris, n'est ce pas? " " Going to 
Paris, are yow not, sir ? " 

" Oui." 

" Is monsieui''s baggage registered ? " 



r wish to go to the station house ? " 
And any thing there to eat?" 
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" Yes, just as at a hotel." 

We yielded at discretion, and gar^on took possession of us. 

"English?" said gar^oii, as we enjoyed the pleasant walk 
on the sunny quay. 

" No. American," we replied. 

"Ah!" (his face brightening up, and speaking confiden- 
tialiy,) " you have a republic there." 

We gave the !ad a franc, dined, and were off for Paris. 
The ride was delightful. Cars seating eight ; clean, so&r 
cushioned, nice. The face of the country, though not strik- 
ing, was pleasing. There were many poplars, with their sil- 
very shafts, and a mingling of trees of YarioHs kinds. The 
foliage has an wry grace — a eertsun spiriiuelle expression — 
as if the trees knew they were growing in la helle France, 
and must be refined. Then the air is so different from the 
fog and smoke of London, There is more oxygen in the at- 
mosphere. A pall is lifted. We are led out into sunshine. 
Fields are red with a scai'let white-edged poppy, or blue with 
a flower like larkspur. Wheat fields half covered with this 
unthrifty beauty ! But alas ! the elasticity is in Nature's 
w^orks only. The works of man breathe over us a dismal, 
sepulchral, stand-stJll feeling. The villages have tlie nighU 
mare, and men wear wooden shoes. The day's ride, how- 
ever, was memorable with novelty ; and when we saw Mont 
Martre, and its moth-like windmills, telling us we were coming 
to Paris, it was almost witli regret at the swiftness of the 
hours. We left the csxi, and flowed with the tide into the 
Salle d'Attente, to w^t till the baggage was sorted. Then 
came the famous ceremony of unlocking. The officer took 
my carpet bag first, and poked his hand down deep in one end. 

"What is this?" 
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" That is my collar box," 

"Ah, ga." And he put it hack hastily, aiid felt of my 
travelling gown. " "What is this ? " 

" Only ft wrapping gown," 

" Ah, pa." After fumbling a little more, he took siafer H.*s 
hag, gave a dive hei-e, a poke there, and a kind of promiscuous 
rake witi. his five fiagera, and turned to fbe trunk. There he 
seemed somewhat dubious. Eying the fine silk and laee 
dresses, — first one, tlien the other, — " Ah, ah ! " said he, and 
sniifted a httle. Then he peeped under this corner, and cocked 
his eye under that comer .; tliea, all at once, plunged his arm 
down at one end of the trunk, and brought up a little squat's 
bos. " What's that ? " said he, H. unrolled and was about 
to open it, when suddenly he seemed to be seized with an emo- 
tion of confidence. " Non, non," said he, frankly, and rolled 
it up, shoved it back, stuffed the things down, sraootlied all 
over, signed my ticket, and passed on. We lodged up, gave 
tiie baggage to porters, and called a flacre. As we leil the 
station two ladies met us. 

" Is there any one here expecting to see Mrs. C. ? " said 
one of them. 

" Yes, madam," said I ; "we do." 

" God bless you," said she, fervently, and seized me by the 
hand. It was Mrs. C. and her sister. I gave H. into their 
possession. 

Our troubles were over. "We were at home We rode 
tlurougli streets whose names were familnr, crossed the Car- 
rousel, passed the Seine, and stopped befoie an ancient man- 
sion in the Ene de Vemeuil, helongmg (o M le M«quis de 
Brige. This Faubourg St. Geimam I'l thp put o1 Paris 
where tlie ancient nobility lived iid the h(u=e= exhibit marks 
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of fovmer splendor. The marquis is one of those chivalroia 
legitimists who uphold the claims of Henri VI. He lives in 
the country, and rents this hotel. Mrs. C. occupies the suite 
of rooms on the lower floor. "We eutered by a ponderous old 
gateway, opened hy the eormerge, passed through a large 
paved quadrangle, traversed a short hall, and found ourselves 
in a large, cheerful parlor, looking out into a small flower gar- 
den. There was no carpet, but what is called here a parquet 
floor, or mosaic of oak blocks, waxed and highly polished. 
The sofas and chairs were covered with a light chintz, and 
the whole air of the apartment shady and cool as a grotto. A 
jardiniere filled with flowers stood in the centre of the room, 
and around it a gi'oup of living flowers — mother, sisters, and 
daughters — scarcely less beautiful. In five minutes we were 
at home. French life is different from any other. Elsewhere 
you do as the world pleases ; here you do as you please your- 
self. My spirits always rise when I get among the French. 

Sabbath, June 5. Headache all the forenoon. In the after- 
noon we walked to the Madeleine, and heard a sermon on 
charity ; listened to the chanting, and gaaed at the fantastic 
ceremonial of the altar. I had anticipated so much from 
Henry's description of the organs, that I was disappointed. 
The music was fine; but om- ideal had outstripped the reaL 
The strangest part of the performance was the censer siving- 
ing at the ^tar. It was done in certain parts of the chant, 
with rhythmic sweep, and glitter, and vapor wreath, that pro- 
duced a striking effect. There was an immense audience — 
quiet, orderly, and to all appeai-ance devout This was the 
iirst Eomiah service I ever attended. It ought to be impres- 
sive here, if any where. Yet I cannot say I was moved 
by it Rome-ward. Indeed, I felt a kind of Puritan trenwr 
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witnessing such a theatrical pageant on the 
Sabbath. We soon saw, however, as we walked home, across 
the gardens of the Tuileries, that there is no Sabbath in 
Paris, according to our ideas of the daj. 

Monday, June 6. This day was consecrated to knick- 
tnacks. Accompanied by Mrs. C, whom years of residence 
have converted info a perfect Pansteiine, we visited shop after 
shop, and store after store. The politene^ of the shopkeep- 
ers is inexhaustible. I felt quite ashamed to spend a half 
hour looking at every thing, and then depart ivithout buying ; 
but the <ayil Frenchman bowed, and smiled, and tlianked us 
for coming. 

la the evening, we rode to L'Arc de Triomplie d'Etoile, 
an immense pile of massive masonry, from the top of which 
we enjoyed a briHiant panorama. Pai-is was beneath us, 
from the Louvre to the Bois de Boulogne, with its gar- 
dens, and moving myriads ; its sports, and games, and light- 
hearted mirth — a vast Vanity Fair, blazing in the sun- 
light. A deep and strangely-blended impression of sadness 
and gayety sunk into our hearts as we gazed. All is vivawty, 
gi-acefiilness, and spaa-kle, to the eye ; but ah, what fires are 
smouldering below ! Are not all these vines rooted in the 
lava and ashes of the volcano side ? 

Tuesday, June 7. A la Louvre ! But iirst the ladies must 
" shop " a little. I sit by the counter and wafcli the pretty 
Parisian &kopocracy. A lady presides at the desk. Trim 
little grisettes serve the customers so deftly, that we wonder 
why awkward men should ever attempt to do such things. 
Nay, they ai'e so civil, so evidently disinterested and solicitous 
for your welfare, that to buy is the most natural thing 
imadoab'.e. 
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But to the XiOtiTie ! Provided vntii catalogues, I aban 
doned Uie ladies, aiwl strolled along to take a kind of cream 
skimming look at the whole. I was highly elated witli one 
thing. There were three Madonnas with dark hair and eyes : 
one hy Murillo, anotlier by Carracd, and another by GuicEo. 
It showed that painters were not so utterly hopeless as a class, 
and given over by common sense to blindness of mind, as I 
Lad supposed. 

H. liegins to recant her heresy in regard to Eiibens. Hero 
we lind iiis largest pieces. Here we find the real originals of 
several real originals we saw in English galleries. It seems 
as though only upon a picture as large as the side of a 
parlor could his exuberant genius find scope fully to lay 
itself out. 

When I met H. at last — after finishing the sui-vey — her 
cheek was flusked, and her eye seemed to swun, " Well, 
H.," said I, " have you drank deep enough this time ? " 

" Yes," said, she, " I have been satisfied, for the first 

Wednesday, June 8. A day on foot in Paris. Surren- 
dered H. to tlie care of our fair hostess. Attempted to hire 
a boat, at one of fhe great bathing establishments, for a pull 
on the Seine. Why not on the Seine, as Trell as on the 
Thames ? But the old Triton demurred. The tide inarched 
too strong — " 11 marcke trap fort." Onward, then, along the 
quays ; visiljng the curious old book stalls, picture stands, and 
flower markets. Lean over the parapet, and gaze upon this 
modem Euphrates, rushing between solid walls of masonry 
through the heart of another Babylon, The river is the only 
thing not old. These waters are as tm'bid, tumultuous, un- 
bridled, as when forests covered all these banks — fit symbol 
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of peoples and nations in fheir mad career, generation after 
generation. Institutiona, like hewn granite, may wall them 
in, and vast arches span their flow, and hierarchies domineer 
over the IJde ; but the scorning ■watei's burst into life un- 
changeable, and sweep impetuous through the heart, of Van- 
ity Fair, and dash out again into the future, tlie same grand, 
iingovemahle Euphrates stream. I do not wonder Egypt 
adored her Kile, and Rome her Tiber. Surely, the life artery 
of Paris is this Seine beneath my feet ! And there is no 
scene like this, as I gaae upward and downward, comprehend- 
ing, in a glance, the immense pwiorama of art and architecture 
— life, motion, enterprise, pleasure, pomp, and power. Beau- 
tiful Paris ! What city in the world can compare with thee ? 
And is it not chiefly because, either by accident or by in- 
stinctive good taste, her treasures of beauty and art are so 
disposed along the Seine aa to be visible at a glance to 
the best effecf ? As the instinct of the true Pariaienne teaches 
her the mystery of setting off the graces of her person by the 
fasdnations of dress, so the instinct of the nation to set off 
the dly by the fascinations of architecture and embellishment. 
Hence a chief superiority of Paris to London. The Seine 
is straight, and its banlts are lajd out in broad teriaces on 
either side, called quals, lined with her stateliest palaces and 
gardens. The Thames forms an elbow, and is enveloped in 
dense smoke and fog. London lowers ; the Seine sparkles ; 
London shuts down upon the Thames, and there is no point of 
view for the whole river panorama. Paris rises amphitheat- 
rically, on either side the Seine, and the eye from the Pont 
d'Austeriitz seems to fly through the immense reach like an 
ari-ow, casting its shadow on every thing of beauty or grandeur 
Paris possesses. 
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Eapilly lion I sjeil cnwaid, pajnig bri^f ii=ite to the 
Palais de Ju tn,P the Hotel de Ville, und speiuliiij; i cool 
half hour iii Notre Dame I lovt, to sit lu these majestic 
fanes, absti'V.ting them tiom tlie feuperstition which does but 
dcsecrite them ind gaze upward to fhetr lofty, vaulted aiches, 
to drink in the impression oi arcliitectual sublimity, which I 
can neither analyze nor express. Catbedrab do not seem to 
me to have been built. They seem, rather, stupendous growths 
of nature, like crystals, or clifis of basalt. There is httle orna- 
ment here. That roof looks plain and bare ; yet I feel that 
the air is dense with siibhmity. Onward I sped, crossing a. 
bridge by the Hotel Dieu, and, leaving the river, plunged into 
narrow streets. Explored a quadrangular mai'ket ; surveyed 
the old chui-ch of St Genevieve, and the new — now the Pan- 
theon ; went onward to the Jardin des Plantes, and exploi'ed 
its tropical bowers. Many things remind me to-day of New 
Orleans, and its levee, its Mississippi, ita catSiedi-al, and the 
luxuriant vegetation of tlie gulf. In fact, I seem to be walk- 
ing in mj sleep in a kind of glorified New Orleans, all the 
while, let I return to the gardens of the Tuilerieg and 
the Place Vendome, and in the shadow of Napoleon's Column 
the illusion vanishes. Hundreds of battles look down upon 
me from their blazonry. 

In the evening I rested from the day's fatigue by an hour 
i:i the garden of the Palais Royal. I sat by one of the little 
t;Lhles, and called for an ice. There were hundi-eds of ladies 
and gentleman eating ices, drinking wine, reading ths papers, 
smokiog, chatting! scores of pretty children were frolicking and 
■:!ijoying the balmy evening. Here sis or eight midgets were 
y-:m-^mg ihe rope, while papa and mamma swung it for them. 
Pretty little things, .with their ilushed cheeks and sparkling 
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eyes, how they did seem to enjoy themselves ! What parent 
was ever far from home that did not espy in every gi'oup of 
children his own little ones — his Mary or his Nelly, his Hen- 
ry or Charlie ? 80 it was with me. There was a ring of 
twenly or thirty singing and dancing, with a smaller ring in 
the centre, while old folks and hoys stood outside. But I 
heai-d not a single oath, nor saw a rough or rude action, during 
the whole time I waa there. The boys standing by looked on 
quietly, like young gentlemen. The best finale of such a 
toilBonie day of sightseeing waa a warm bath in the Eue du 
Bac, for the ti-ifling sum of £f[«en sous. The cheapness and 
convenience of bathing here is a great recommendation of 
Palis iile. They will bring you a hot hath at your house 
for twenty-live cents, and that without bustle or disorder. 
And nothing so effectually as an evening bath, as my expe- 
rience testifies, cures fatigue and propitiafes to dreamless 
slumber. 

Thursday, June 9. At the Louvre. Studied three statues 
half an hotu- each — the Venus Victris, Polyhymnia, and 
Gladiateur CombattanL The first is mutilated ; hut if dis- 
armed she conquers all hearts, what would she achieve in full 
panoply ? As to the Gladiator, I noted as follows on my cat- 
alogue : A pugilist ; antique, brown with age ; attitude, lean- 
ing forwai-d ; left hand r^sed on guard, right hand thrown 
out back, ready to strike a side blow ; right leg bent ; straight 
line froni the head to the toe of left foot ; muscles and 
veins most vividly revealed in intense development ; a won- 
derful petrifaetion, as if he had been smitten to stone at the 
instant of striking. 

Here are antique mosaics, in which colored stones seeia 
liquefied, realizing the moat beautifiil effects of painting — 
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:, all lifelike. 

Ascending to the hall of French paintings I spent an howr in 
studying one picture — La M^duse, by Glericault. It is a 
shipwrecked crew upon a rail in mid ocean. I gazed until all 
surrounding objects disappeared, and 1 was alone upon llie 
wide Atlantic. Those transparent emerald waves are no 
fiction ; they leap madly, hungering for their prey. Tliat 
distended smi is filled with the lurid air. That dead man's 
foot hangs off in the seething brine a stark reality. "Wlat a 
fixed gaae of despair in that father's atony eye ! 'What a, 
group of deathly living ones around that frail mast, while one 
with intense eagerness flutters a signal to some far-descried 
bark 1 Coleridge's Ancient Mariner has no colors more feai^ 
fully faithful to his theme. Heaven pities Item not. Ocean 
is all ia uproar against them. And there is no voice that 
can summon the distant, flying sail ! So France appeared to 
that prophet painter's eye, in the subsiding tempests of the 
revolution. So men's hearls fiiiled them for fear, and the 
dead lay stark and stiff among the living, amid the sea and 
tlie waves roaring; and so mute signals of distress were hung 
out in the lurid sky to nations afar. 

For my part, 1 remain a heretic. Give to these French 
pictures the mellowing effects of age, impi-egnating not merely 
the picture, but the eye that gazes on it, with its subtle 
qualify; let liem be gazed at through the haze of two hun- 
dred years, and they will — or I cannot see why they will not 
— rival fJie productions of any past age. . I do not believe that 
a more powerful piece ever was painted than yon rail by 
Gericault, nor any more beautiful than several in the 
Luxembourg ; flie " Decadence de Home," for example, ex- 
hibiting tlic revels of the Bom^uis daring the decline of the 
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empire. Let this Decatleace unroll before the eyes of men 
tlie cause, that wreck by Gericault symbolize ibe effect, m the 
great career of nations, and tie two are sublimely matched. 
After visiting the Luxembourg, I reaoited to the gsa-den* 
of the Tuileries. The thermometer was at about eighty de 
grees in the shade. From the numbei of people assembled 
one would have thought, if it had been in the "United fetate^, 
that some great mass conyention was coming off Under the 
impenetrable screen of the trees, in the daik, cool, refresh 
ing shade, are thousands of chairs, for which one pajs two 
cents apiece. Whole families come, looking up fheu door, 
bringing the baby, work, dinner, or lunch, take a certiin nnm- 
ber of chairs, and spend the day. At far as eye can leach 
you see a multitude seated, as if in church wifh other muiti 
tudes moving to and fro, while boys and ffiila without number 
are froKcking, i-acing, playing ball, dnvmg hoop &,a, but 
contriving to do it without making a hideous ricket How 
French children are taught to play and enjoy themsph es with- 
out distm-bing every body else, is a mystery "Ces( genttl 
seems to be a talismanic speli ; and " Ce n'est fas gmtfil ga ' 
is sufficient to check every rising uTegularity. that some 
savant would write a book and tell us how it is done ! T gazed 
for half an hour oa the spectacle. A more charming sight my 
eyes never beheld. There were grayheaded old men, and 
women, and invalids ; and tljere were beautifiil demoiselles 
working worsted, embroidery, sewing; men reading papers; 
and, in fact, people doing every thing they wouJd do in their 
own parlors. And all were graceful, kind, aad obliging ; not 
a word nor an act of impoliteness or indecency. No wonder 
the French adore Paris, thought I; in no other city in tlie 
world is a scene like thio possible! Ko wonder that their 
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hearts die within them at thouglits of exile in the fens of 
Cayenne ! 

But under aJl this there lie, as under the cultivated crust 
of this fair world, deep abysses of soul, where volcanic masses 
of molten lava surge and shate the tremulous earth. In the 
gay and bustling Boulevards, a friend, an old resideat of 
Paris, pointed out to me, as we rode, the bullet marks that 
scarred the houses — significant tokens of what seems, but is 
not, forgotten. 

At sunset a military hand of about seventy performers 
began playing in front of the Tuilerieg, Tliey formed an im- 
mense circle, the leader in the centre. He played the octave 
flute, which also served as a baton for marking time. The 
music was cliai-acteriaed by dehcacy, precision, suppre^on, 
and subjugation of rebellious material. 

I imagined a congress of horns, clarinets, trumpets, &c., 
conversing in low tones on some important theme; nay, 
rather a conspiracy of instruments, mourning between whiles 
their subjugation, and ever and anon breaking out in a fierce 
emeiite, then repressed, hushed, dying away; as if they had 
heard of Bai'on Munchausen's frozen horn, and had conceived 
the idea of yielding their liarmonies without touch of human 
lips, yet were sighing and sobbing at their impotence. Per- 
haps I detected the pulses of a nation's palpitating heart, throb- 
bing for liberty, but trodden down, and sobbing in despair. 

In the evening Mrs. C. had her salon, a fashion of receiving 
one's friends on a particular night, (hat one wishes could be 
transplanted to American soil. 

No invitations are ^ven. It is simply understood that on 
such an evening, the season through, a lady receives her friends. 
All come that please, without ceremony. A. fittle table is set 
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out with tea and a plate of cake. Behind it presides some 
fairy Emma or Elizabeth, dispensing tea and talk, bonbons 
and bon-mots, with equal grace. The guests enter, chat, walk 
about, spend as much time, or as little, as they choose, and 
retire. They come when they please, and go when they 
please, and there is no notice taken of entree or exit, no time 
wasted in formal greetings and leave takings. 

Up fo tliis hour we had conversed little in French. One 
is natui-ally diffident at first ; for if oae musters courage to 
commence a cooyersation with propriety, the problem is how 
to escape a Scylla in the second and a Chmybdis in the third 
sentence. Said one of our fair entertainers, " When I first 
began I would think of some sentence till 1 could say it with- 
out stopping, and courageously deliver myself to some guest 
or acquaintance." But it was like pulling the string of a 
shower bath. Delighted at my correct sentence, and supposing 
me au fait, they poured upon me such a deluge of French 
that I held my breath in dismay. Considering, however, that 
nothing la to be gained by half-way measures, I resolved upon 
a desperate game. Launching in. I talked away right and 
left, up hill and down, — jumping over genders, cases, nonns, 
and adjectives, floundering through swamps and morasses, in 
a perfect steeple chase of words. Thanks to the proverbial 
politeneas of my friends, I came off covered with glory ; the 
more mistakes I made the more complacent ihey grew. 

Nothing can surpass the ease, facility, and genial freedom 
of these soirees. Conceive of our exceUent professor of Arabic 
and Sansciit, Count M. fairly cornered by three wicked fairies, 
and laughing at tlieir stories and swift witticisms . till the 
tears roll down his cJieeks. Behold yonder tall and scarred 
veteran, an old soldier of Napoleon, capitulating now befoi-e 
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iivi -witcheiy of genius and wit. Here the uobk- Ru:.siaa 
exile forgets iis sorrows in those smiles that, unhke the au- 
rora, warm while they dazzle. And our celebrated composer 
is discomposed easily by alert and nimhle-footed mischief. 
Anil our professor of Greek aud Hebrew roota is i-ooted to 
the ground witJa astonishment at finding himself put through 
all the moods and tenses of fim in a twinkling. Ah, culpable 
sirens, if the pangs ye have inflicted were reckoned «p unto 
you, — the heart aches and side aclies, — how could ye repose 
o' nights ? 

Saturday, June 11. VersmllesI When 1 have written that 
one word I liave sdd all. I ought to stop. Description is 
out of the question. Describe nine miles of painting ! De- 
scribe visions of splendor and gorgeousuess that cannot be 
examined in months ! Suffice it to say that we walked &om 
hall to hall until there was no more soul left within us. Then, 
late ' the afiemoon re drove awiy about three miles, to the 
villa fMEll d u I IE I I p de de Dessein. 
Mill m E U h 1 od ced, aa is i by h friend, Made- 
m 11 M at Ifl 1 b t F 1 t a 1 tioa of Uncle 
T m 1 m At thi httl t m 1 p ty w enjoyed our 
1 dilyntlh'utfg lomcstic Me 

T h a f 1 mar 1 da 1 f w ti e with then 
h bjBil nd t!i 1 h Id m d mpl Mtdame B 

pakEllwllalth wth htl French we 

g n 1 I gi tfully t g th I oon d d that I hid 

b nui \, ill law dmi n any tl g it Versailles 

They were all bad pjintin^s. Thei e mi^ht be one oi tv. o good 
paintings at the Luxembourg, and one or two good modem paint- 
ings at the Louvi-e — the M^duse, by Gericault, for example. 

(How I rejoiced that I had admired it!) But all the rest of 
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the modern paintings M. Belloe declareci, wifi an inimitable 
slirug, are poor paintings. There ia nothing safely admirable, 
I find, hut the old masters. All those battles of all famous 
Freach generals, from Charles Martel to Napoleoo, and the 
battles in Algiers, by Horace Vemet, are wholly to be snuffed 
at. In paiatin^ as in theology, age is the criterion of merit. 
Yet Vernet's paintings, though decried by M. le Directeur, 
I admired, and told him so. Said T, in French as lawless as 
the sentiment, "Monsienr, I do not know the rules of painting, 
nor whether the picture is .according to them or not ; I only 
know that I like it." 

But who shall deaciibe the social chai'ms of our dinner ? 
All wedged together, as wo were, in the snuggest litile pigeon 
iiole of a dining room, pretty little chattering children and all, 
■whom papa held upon his knee and fed with bonbons, all the 
while impressing upon them the absolute necessity of their 
leaving the table 1 There tJie salad was mised by acclamation, 
each member of the party adding a word of advice, and each 
gayly laugMHa at the advice of the other. There a gay, red 
lobster was pulled in pieces ^mong u"*, with infamte goat , xaA 
Madame BelloL pathetically expressed her fears th'^t we did 
not like French cookmg She might hive saied bciself the 
trouble ; for v,e take to it ^3 naturally is ducks take to the 
water. And then, when we letumed to the pirloi, we le- 
Eolved ourselves mlo a committee of the whole on coflee, 
which was concocted m a fiim little hjdrost'ttio enRine it 
latest modem invention ))efore the faces of all And '-one 
right merrily spent the evening. H. discussed poetry and 
art with our kind hosts to her heart's content, and at a late 
hour we drove to the railroad, and returned to Paris. 
VOL. n. 14 
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My hear L. : — 

At last I have come into dreamland ; into the lotos-eater'a 
paradise ; into the land where it is always allerooon. I am 
released from care ; I am uninown, unknowing ; I live in a 
house whose arrangements seem to me strange, old, and 
dreamy. In the heart of a great city I am as still as if in a 
convent ; in the hurning heats of summer our rooms are shad- 
owy and cool as a cave. Mj time is all my own. I may at 
will lie on a sofa, and dreamily watch the play of the leaves 
and flowers, in the little garden into which my room opens ; 
or I may go into the parlor adjoining, whence I hear the quick 
voices of my beautiful and vivacious young friends. You 
ought to see these girls. Emma might look hke a Madonna, 
were it not for her wicked wit ; and as to Anna and Lizzie, 
as they glance hy me, now and then, 1 seem to thint them a 
kind of sprite, or elf, made to inhabit shady old houses, just 
as twinkling harebells grow in old castles ; and then the gi-a- 
cious mamma, who speaks French, or English, like a stream 
of silver — is she nol^ after all, the fiurest of any of them ? And 
there is Caroline, piquant, racy, full of conversation — sharp 
as a quartz crystal : how I like to hear her talk ! These 
people know Paris, as we say in America, "like a book." 
They have studied it EestheficaUy, historically, socially. They 
have studied French people and French literature, — and 
studied it with enthusiasm, as people ever should, who would 
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truly understand. Tliey are all kindness to me. Whenever 
I wish to see any thing, I have only to apeali ; or to know, I 
have only to ask. At breakfast eveiy morning we compare 
notes, and make up our Ibt of wants. My first, of course, 
was the Louvre. It is dose by us. Think of it. To one 
who has starved all a life, in vain imaginings of what art 
might be, to know that yo« aie within a stone's throw of a 
museum fnll of its miracles, Greek, Assyrian, Egyptian, Ro- 
man sculptors and modem painting, all there ! 

I scarcely consider myself to have seen any thing of art 
in England, The calls of tlie living world were so various 
and exigeatit, I had so little leisure for reflection, that, although 
I saw many paintings, I could not study them ; and many 
times I saw them in a state of the nervous system too jaded 
and depressed to receive the full force of the impression. A 
day or two before I lefi, I visited the National Gallery, and 
made a rapid survey of its contents. There were two of 
Turner's masterpieces there, which he presented on the sig- 
nificant condition that they should haiig side by side with 
their two finest Claudes. I thought them all four fine pic- 
tures, but I liked tiie Turners best. Yet I did not think 
any of them fine enough to form an absolute limit to human 
improvement. But, till I had been in Paris a day or two, 
perfectly secluded, at full liberty to think and rest, I did not 
feel that my time for examining art had really come. 

It was, then, with a thrill ahnost of awe that I approached 
the Louvre. Here, perhaps, said I to myself, I shall answer, 
fully, the question that has long wrought within my soul, What 
is art ? and what can it do ? Here, perhaps, these yearnings 
for the ideal will meet their satisfaction. The ascent to the 
picture gallery tends to produce a flutter of esidtemeiit and 
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expectation. Magnificent staircases, dim perspectives of fres- 
coes and carvings, the glorious hall of Apollo, rooma wifli 
mosaic pavements, antique vasea, countless spoils of art, dazale 
the eye of the neophyte, and prepai-e the mind for some grand 
enchantment. Then opens on one the grand hall of paintings 
arranged by eelioola, the works of each artist by tlicmsclvea, 
a wildemesa of gorgeous growths. 

I first walked through the whole, offering ray raind up aim- 
lessly to see if there were any picture there great and glori- 
ous enough to seize and control my whole being, and answer, 
at once, the cravings of the poetic and artistic element. For 
any such I looked in vain. I saw a thousand beauties, as also 
a thousand enormities, but nothing of that overwhelming, sub- 
duing nature which I had conceived. Moat of the men there 
had panted with dry eyes and cool bearts, thinking only of 
the mixing of their colors and the jugglery of their art, think- 
ing little of heroism, faith, love, or immortality. Tet when I 
had resigned this longing ; when I was siu-e I should not meet 
there what I sought, then I began to enjoy very heartily what 

In the first place, I now saw Claudes worthy of the reputa^ 
tion he bore. Three or four of these were studied with great 
dehght ; the delight one feels, who, consdentiously bound to 
be delighted, suddenly comes info a situation to be so. I saw, 
now, those atmospheric traits, those reproductions of the mys- 
teries of air, and of light, which are called so wonderial, and 
for which all admire Claude, but for which so few admire 
Him who made Claude, and who every day creates around us, 
in the commonest scenes, effects far more beautiful. How 
much, even now, my admiration of Claude was genuine, I 
cannot say. How can we ever be sure on this point, when 
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we admire what has prestige and siinction, not to adrniro 
wliich is an argument against ourselves ? Certainly, howerer, 
I did feel great delight in some of these works. 

One of my favorites was Eembrandt. 1 always did ad- 
mire the gorgeous and solemn mysteries of Ms coloring. 
Rembrandt is like Hawtliorne. He chooses simple and every- 
day ohjects, and so arranges light and shadow as to give them 
a somhre richness and a mysterious gloom. The House of 
Seven Gables is a succession of Eembrandt pictures, done in 
words instead of oils. Mow, this pleases us, because onr life 
really is a haunted one ; the simplest thing in it is a mystery, 
the invisible worid always Ilea round us like a shadow, and 
therefore this dreamy golden gleam of Eembrandt meets some- 
what in our inner consciousness to which it corrraponds. There 
were no pictures in the gallery which I looked upon so loug, 
and t<i which I returned so often and with such growing pleas- 
are, as these. I found in them, if not a commanding, a draw- 
ing influence, a full satisfaction for one part of my nature. 

There were Raphaels there, which still disappointed me, 
because from Raphael I asked and expected more. I wished 
to feel his hand on my soul with a stronger grasp ; these were 
too passionless in their serenity, and almost effeminate in their 
tenderness. 

But Eubens, the great, joyous, full Id lliovil 
Eubens ! — there he was, ffiU as ever of tr umj haat abo nd 
ing life ; disgusting and pleasing ; m-il ng me la gl i 1 
making me angry ; defying me to dislike 1 n 1 ag"i ^ '^^ 
at his chai-iot wheels; in despite of my protests f rcn^ m 
to confess that there was no other but I e 

This Medici gallery is a succession of go "p s aUego 
paintings, done at the instance of Jlarj f M 1 to lei" a 
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tlie pr^se and glory of that family. I was predetenmoed not 
to like tliem for two reasons.: first, that I dislike allegorical 
subjects ; and second, that I hate and despise that Medici fam- 
ily and aO Uiat belongs to them. So no sympathy with the 
subjects blinded my eyes, and drew me gradually fiwm ail 
else in the hall to contemplate these. It was simply the love 
of power and of fertility that held me astonished, which 
seemed to express with nonchfdant ease what other painters 
attain by laborious efibrta. It occurred to me tliat other paint- 
ers are fiimous for single heads, or figures, and that were the 
striking heads and flgm'Cs with which these pictures abound 
to be parcelled out singly, any one of them woiild make a 
man's reputation. Any animal of Rubens, alone, would make 
a man's fortune in that department. His fruits and flowers 
are imiiyaUed for richness and abundance j his old men's 
heads are wonderful ; and when he chooses, which he does 
not often, he caa evea create a pretty woman. Generally 
speaking his women are his worst productions. It would 
seem that he had revolted with such fury from the meagre, 
pale, cadaverous outlines of womankiod painted by his prede- 
cessors, the Van Eyks, whose women resembled potato sprouts 
gi'own in a cellar, that he altogether overdid the matter in 
the opposite direction. His exuberant soul abhors leanness 
as Nature abhors a vacuum ; and hence all his women seem 
bursting their bodices with fulness, like overgrown carnations 
breaking out of their green calyxes. He gives you Venuses 
with arms fit to wield the hammer of Vulcan ; vigorous Graces 
whose dominion would be alarming were they indisposed (o 
clemency. His weakness, in fact, his besetting sin, is too truly 
described by Moses : — 
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" But Jeshnrun waxed fat and kicked ; 
Thou ait waxen fat, thou art gcomi thick, 
Thou art covered with fatness." 

Scornfully lie is determined upon it ; be will none of youi' 
scruples ; his women shall be fat as be pleases, and you sball 
like him nevertheless. 

In this Medici gallery the faxjlt appears less promiaent than 
elsewhere. Many of the faces are portraits, and there are 
specimens among them of female beauty, so delicaie as to 
demonstrate that it was not from any want of ability to rep- 
resent the softer graces that he so often becomes bard and 
€oax-ee. My friend, M. Belloc, made the i-emark that the 
genius of Rubeas was somewhat restrained in these pictures, 
and chastened by the rigid rules of the French school, and 
hence in them he is more generally pleasing. 

I should compare Bubens to Shatspeare, for the wondeifiil 
variety and vital force of his artistic powei-. I know no 
other mind he so nearly resembles. Like Shakspeare, he 
forces you to accept and to forgive a thousajid excesses, and 
uses his own faults as musicians use discords, only to enhance 
the perfection of harmony, Tbei-e certainly is some use even 
in defects. A faultless style sends you to sleep. Defects 
rouse and excite the seusibility to seek and appreciate excel- 
lences. Some of Shakspeare's finest passages explode all 
grammar and rhetoric like skyrod^ets — the thought blo^vs 
the language to sMvers, 

As to MuriUo, there are two splendid spedmens of bis style 
here, as exquisite as any X have seen ; but I do not find reason 
to alter the judgment I made from my first survey. 

Here is his celebrated picture of the Assiunption of llie 
Virgin, which we have seen circulated in print shops in 
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Ameiica, but which appears of a ividely different character 
in the paintmg. The Virgin is rising in a flood of amber 
light, auii-ounded by clouds and uidistiact angel figures. She 
is looking upward with clasped hands, as in au ecstasy : the 
crescent inoon is beneath her feet. The whole tone of the 
picture — the clouds, the drapery, her flowing hair — are per- 
vaded with this amber tint, sublimated and spirituaL Do I, 
then, liliLc it ? No, Does it affect me ? Not at all. "Why 
so ? Because this is a subject requiring carneatnesa ; yet, 
after all, thei-e is no earnestness of religiot^ feeling expre^ed. 
It is a surface picture, exquisitely painted — llie fcehng goes 
no deeper than the canvas. But how do I know Murilio has 
no eameatnesa in the religious idea of this piece ? How do I 
know, when reading Pope's Messiaih, that he was not in ear- 
nest — that he was only moat exquisitely reproducing what 
others had thought ? Does he not assiune, in the most gi-ace- 
ful way, the language of inspiration and boly rapture? But, 
through it aU, we feel the satisfied smirk of the artist, and the 
fine, sharp touch of his diamond file. What is done from a 
genuine, strong, iuwai-d emotion, whether in writing or paint- 
ing, always mesmeiiaes the paper, or the canvas, and gives it 
a power which eveiy body must feel, though few know why. 
The reason why the B'ble hia been omnipotent, in all ages, baa 
been because there w tl m t of God in it; and of 
paintings nothing is m m 1 hi than tliat some preserve 

in them such a degr f g ial force that one can 

never look on them in h n 1 ff while others, in which 

eveiy condition of ait m 1 b met, inspire no strong 
emotion. 

Yet this picture is immenaely popular. Hundreds stand 
enchanted before it, and declare it imbodies their highest idetJ. 
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uf art and reli^oii ; and I suppose it does. Eut so it always 
id. Tie man wlio has exquisite gifts of expression passes for 
more, popularly, tlian the man with great and grand ideas 
who utters but imperfectly. There are some pictures here 
hy Coireggio — a sleeping Venus and Cupid — a marriage of 
the infant Jesus and St. Catharine, This Corre^o is the 
poet of physical beauty. Light and shadow are hia god. 
What he lives for is, to catcli and reproduce flitting phases of 
these. The moral is nothing to him, and, in his own world, 
he does what he seeks. He is a great popular favorite, since 
few look for more in a picture thaa exquisite beauty of form 
and color. I, indeed, !ike him, so far as it is honestly under- 
stood between us that his sphere is to be earth, and not heaven ; 
were he to attempt, profanely, to represent heavenly things, 1 
must rebel. I should as soon want Tom Moore to write me a 
prayer book. 

A large saloon is devoted to the masters of the French 
s(;hooL The works of no living artista are admitted. There 
arc some largo paintings by David. He is my utter aversion. 
I sec in him nothing but the driest imitation of the classira. 
It would be too much praise to call it reproduction. David 
had neither heart nor soul. How could ho be an artist? — 
he who coolly took his portfolio to tlie guillotine to take lessons 
on tiie dying agonies of its victims — -how could he ever paint 
any thing to touch the heart ? 

In general, all French artists appear to me to h'we been 
very much injured by a wrong u^e of classic antiqwly 
Nothing could be more glonous and bciutiful th'jn the &rp- 
claa development ; nothing moio unUio it than the stale, 
wearisome, repetitious iimtitions of it m nioderrt tim^s The 
Greek productions tlicmselvcs have a hvmg power to tKis 



I ..Google 



16G SUNNY MEJIOItlliS OF FOilElGK 



day ; but all imitations of tliem are cold and tiresome. These 
old Greeks made such beautifQl things, because they did not 
imitate. That mysterious vitaUty which still imbues their re- 
mains, and whicb seems to eacliant even the fragments of 
their marbles, is the mesmeric vitality of fresh, ori^nal con- 
ception. Art, built upon this, is just like what the shadow of 
a beautiful woman is lo the woman. One gets tired in these 
galleries of the classic band, and the classic headdress, and 
the classic attitude, and the endless repetition of the classic 
um, and vase, and lamp, as if nothing else were ever to be 
made in the world except these things. 

Agiun : iu regard to this whole French gallery, there is mucli 
of a certain quality which I find it very difficult to describe iu 
any one word — a dramatic smartness, a searching for strik- 
ing and peculiar effects, which render the pictures very like- 
ly to please on first sight, and to weary on longer acqusuntance. 
It seems to me to be the work of a race whose senses and 
perceptions of the outward have been cultivated more than the 
deep inward emotions. Few of the pictures seem to have 
been the result of strong and profound feeling, of habits of 
earnest and concentrated thought. There is an abundance 
of beautiful little phases of sentiment, pointedly expressed ; 
there is a great deal of what one should call the picturesque 
of the morale ; but few of its foundation ideas. I must except 
from these remarks the very strong and earnest painting of 
the MSduse, by Gfeiicault, which C. has described. That 
seems to me to be the work of a man who had not seen 
human life aod suffering merely on the outside, but. had 
felt, in the very depths of his soal, the surging and earth- 
quake of those mysteries of passion and suffering which un- 
derlie our whole existence in this world. To me it was n 
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picture too miglity and too painful — whose power I cop 
fessed, but wMcli I did not like to cofltemplate. 

On the whole, French painting is to me an exponent of the 
great difficulty and danger of French life ; that passion for 
the outwtffd and visihle, which all their edncation, all the ar- 
rangements of their social life, every thing in their art and 
literature, tends continually to cultivate and increase. Hence 
they have become the leaders of the world in what I should 
call the minor artistics — ^ those little particulars which ren- 
der life beaatifbl. Hence there are more pretty pictures, and 
popular lithographs, from France than from any other country 
in the world ; but it produces very little of the deepest and 
highest style of art. 

In tliis connection I may as well give you my Luxembourg 
esperienee, as it illustrates the same idea. I like Paul de la 
Eoche, on the whole, although I think he has something of the 
feult of which I speak. He has very great dramatic power j 
but it is more of tlie kind shown by "Walter Scott than of the 
kind shown by Shakspeare. He can reproduce historical 
characters with great vividness and effect, and with enougli 
knowledge of humanity to make the verisimilitude admirably 
strong ; but as to the deep knowledge with which Shalsspeare 
eearches the radical elements of the human soul, he has it not. 
His Death of Queen Elizabeth is a strong Walter Scott pic- 
ture ! so are his Execution of Strafford, and his Charles I., 
which I saw in England. 

As to Horace Vemet, I do not think he is like either Scott 
or Shakspeare, In him this French, capability for rendering 
the outward is wrought to the highest point ; and it is out- 
wai'dness as pure from any touch of inspiration or sentiment 
as I ever remember to have seen. He is graphic to the 
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utmost extreme. Hia horses and Ms men stand from the 
canvas to tbe astonishment of all beholders. All is \iviuaty, 
bustle, dazzle, ind show I think him is perfert, of his kind, 
as possible, though it n n hnd ot art with which I do lot 
sympathize 

rte pictuie of the Decadence ile Home mditatcs to my 
mind a pamtei who has studied and imdeiotood the ih^ii 
cil forms, vitalizing them, by the leproductne toic oi 
hia own mind, so as to give them the hvmq power ot 
new creations la this picture is a most grand .uid mplin- 
choly moral lesson The clisiicil forms are e\idcntly not 
mtroduced becmse they aie cKssu,, but m subservience to 
the expression of the moral In the orgies of the 'lensu ihsts 
here lepiesented he gives all the grace and beauty of sen- 
suality without its sensualizing effect. Nothing could he more 
exquisite than the introduction of the busts of the departed, 
heroes of the old repubhc, looking down from their pedestals 
on the scene of debauchery below. It is a noble picture, 
which I wish was bung up in the Capitol of our nation to 
teach our haughty people that as pride, and fulness of bread, 
and laxness of principle brought down the old republics, so 
also oura may fall. Although tie outward in this painting, 
and the classical, is wrought to as flue a point as in any French 
picture, it ia so subordinate to the severity of the thought, that 
while ifc pleases it does not distract. 

But to return to the Louvre. The halls devoted to paint- 
ings, of which I have spoken, give you very little idea of 
the treasures of the institution. Gallery after . gallery is 
filled with Greek, Roman, Assyrian, and Egyptian sculp- 
tures, loins, vases, and antique remains of every description. 
There is, also, an apailmeut in wJiich I took a deep interest, 
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containing the original sketches of ancient masters. Hare 
one may see the pen and ink drawings of Claude, divided into 
squares to prepare them for the copyist. One compares here 
with interest the manners of the different artists in jotting 
down their ideas as they rose ; some by chalk, some by crayon, 
some by pencil, some by water colors, and &ome by a hetero- 
geneous mixture of all. Mozart's scrap bag of musical jot- 
tings eould not have been more amusing. 

On the whole, cravings of mere ideality have come nearer 
to meeting satisfaction by some of these old mutilated remams 
of Greek sculpture than any thing which I have met yet. 
In the pfuntings, even of the most celebrated masters, there 
are often things which are eseessively annoying to me. I 
scarcely remember a master in whose works 1 have not found 
a hand, or foot, or face, or feature ao dibtorted, or coloring at 
times so unnatural, or something so out of place and propor- 
tion in the picture as very seriously to mar the pleasure that 
I derived from it. In this statuary less is attempted, and all 
is more harmonious, and one's ideas of proportion are never 
violated. 

My favorite among all these remains is a mulilafed statue 
which, they call the Venus de Milon. Tliis is a statue which is 
so called from having been dug up some years ago, piecemeal, 
in the Island of Milos. There was quite a struggle for her 
between a French naval officer, the English, and the Turks. 
The French officer carried her off' like another Helen, and 
she was given to Paris, old Louis Philippe being bridegroom 
by prosy. Savons refer the statue to the time of Phidias ; 
iuid as this is a pleasant idea to me, I go a little further, and 
ascribe Iier to Phidias himself. 

The statue is mueh mntilnted, both arms luing gone, and 
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part of the ibot. But ttere is a majesty and grace in the 
head and face, a union of loveliness with intellectual and moral 
strength, beyond any thing which I have ever seen. To mo 
she might repi-escnt Milton's glorious picture of unfaUea, per- 
fect womanhood, in Hs Eve : — 

"Yet when 1 approach 
Her loveliness, so absolata she seems. 
And in horsBlf complete, so well to know 
Her own, tliat wliat she wills to tlo or say 
Seems wisest, virtnousest, discreetest, beat. 
All higher knowledge in her presence Mis 
Degraded ; wisdom, in diacouiHe with her, 
loses disconntenanced, and like folly shoira. 
Authority and reason on hct wait. 
As ono intended Urst, not after made 
Oconsionnlly ; and to oonaummata all. 
Greatness of mind, and nobleness, their seat 
Build in her, loTeliest, and create an awe 
Ahout her, like a guard angelic placed.'* 

Compared mth this matchless Venus, that of Medici seems 
as inane and trifling as mere physical beauty always must by 
the side of beauty baptized, and made sacramental, as the sym- 
bol of that which alone is truly fair. 

With regard to the arrangements of tlie Louvre, tliey seem 
to me to be admirable. No nation has so perfectly the qual- 
ifications to care for, keep, and to show to best advantage a 
gallery of art as the French. 

During the heat of tbe outburst that expelled Louis Phi- 
lippe from the throne, the Louvre was in some danger of de- 
struction. Destrucliveness is a native element of human 
natui'e, however repressed by society ; and hence every great 
revolutionary movement always brings to the surface some 



I ..Google 



SUNNY MEMORIES OF FOREIGN LANDS. 171 

wlio ars for indiscriminate demolition. Moreover tiiore is a 
strong tendency in the popular mind, where art and heauty 
have for many years been monopolized as tlie prerogative of a 
haughty ariatoci'acy, to identify art and beauty with oppres- 
sion ! this showed itself in England and Scotland in the gen- 
eral storm which wi-ecked the priceless beauty of the ecclesi- 
astical buildings. It was displaying itself in the same manner 
in Gei-many during the time of the refonnatioa, and had not 
Luther been giiled with a nature as strongly (esthetic as pro- 
gressive, would have wrought equal ruin there. So ia the 
first burst of popular enthusiasm that expelled tho monarchy, 
the cry was raised by some among the people, " "We shall never 
get rid of Mugs till wo pull down the palaces;" just the 
echo of the old cry in Scotland, " Pull down tlie nests, and 
the rooks will fly away." The populace rushed in to the 
splendid halls and saloons of the Louvre, and a general en- 
campment was made among the pictures. In this crisis a re- 
publican artist named Jeanron saved tlie Louvre ; saved the 
people the regret that must have come over them had they 
perpetrated barbarisms, and Liberty the shame of having such 
outrages wrought in her name. Appointed by the provisional 
government to the oversight of the Louvre, and welt known 
among the people as a republican, ho boldly came to the 
rescue. "Am I not one of you?" he said. "Am I not 
one of the people ? These splendid works of art, are they not 
ours ? Are they not the pride and glory of our country ? 
Shall we destroy our most glorious possession in the first hour 
ts t aasm^ moo hin Is ? 

Mov 1 1 y h loq ence the people de an p d f o n th 
] Id ! I ft t Ins h nl Lnjove I to 1 II 

1 m t f t no 1 I U 1 a I 
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his az'iistic taste abould desire, lie conducted important I'epairs 
in tlie building, reatrauged tlie balls, bad the pictures carefully 
examined, cleaned when necessary, and distributed in schools 
ivith scientific accuracy. He had an apartment prepared 
where are displayed those first sketches by distinguished mas- 
ters, ■wbicli form one of the most instructive departanenfs of 
the Louvre to a student of art. The government seconded 
all his measures by liberal suppUes of money; and the Louvre 
is placed in its present perfect condition by tlie thoughtful 
and cherishing hand of the republic 

These facts have been communicated to me from a perfectly 
reliable source. As an American, and a republican, I can- 
not but fake pleasure in them. I mention them because it 
is often supposed, from the destructive effects which attend fie 
first advent of democratic principles where they have to ex- 
plode their way into existence through masses of ancient rub- 
bish, that popular liberty is unfavorable to art. It never could 
be so in France, because the whole body of the people are 
more thoroughly artistic in their tastes and feelings than in 
most countries. They are almost slaves to tlie outwardly 
beautiful, taken captive by the eye and the ear, and only the 
long association of beauty with tyranny, with suffering, want, 
and degradation to themselves, could ever have inspired any 
of them with even a momentary bitterness against it. 



I ..Google 



BUNNY MEMORIES OF FOREIGN I 



JOURNAL— (CONTIRUEI..) 

Monday, June 13. Went tliis morning ivilli II. arid Mrs. 
C. to the studio of M. Belloc. Found a general assemtily of 
heads, arms, legs, and every species of nade and other human- 
ity pertaining to a studio ; also an agreeable jumhie of old 
pictures and new, picture frames, caQvas, brushes, boxes, 
unfinished sketches, easels, palettes, a sofa, some cushions, a 
diiiir or two, hottles, papers, a stove rusty and fireless, and 
all things most charmingly innocent of any profane " clarin' 
up tim.es " whatsoever. 

The first question which M. Belloe proposed, with a genu- 
ine French air, was the question of "pose" or positioo. It 
waa concluded tiiat as other pictures had taken H. looking at 
the spectator, this should take her looking away. M. Belloc 
remarked, that M. Charpenticr said H. appeared always with 
tlie air of an ohserver — was always looking around on every 
thing. Hence M, Belloc would take her "en obsarva'n'ce, 
mais pas en curieuse " — with the air of ohscrvation, but not 
of curiosity. 

At it he went. I stood behind and enjoyed. Eapid crea- 
tive sketching in chalk and charcoal. Then a chaos of colors 
and clouds, put oh now with brushes, now with fingers. " God 
began with chaos," said he, quoting Prudhon. ""We cannot 
expect to do better than Gud." 

With intpniest enjoyment I watched the chaotic clouds 
forming on tin.- caii^aa round a certain aucleus, griidually re- 
15' 
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solving themselves into shape, and lightening up with tmt3 and 
touches, until a head seemed slowly emerging £i-oin amidst the 



Meanwhile, sa animated conversatioii was proceeding, M. 
Belloc, in his rich, glorious French, rolling out like music fi-om 
an organ, discussed the problems of his art ; while we ever 
and anon excited him by onr speculations, our theories, our 
heresies. H. talked in English, and Mrs. C. translated, ajid I 
put in a French phrase sidewise every now and then. 

By and by, M. Charpentler came in, who is more voluble, 
more ore roimido, grandiose, than M. Belloc. He began pan- 
egyrizing Uncle Tom ; and this led to a discussion of the 
ground of its unprecedented success. In Ms thirty-five years' 
experience as a bookseller, he Lad known nothing like it. It 
surpassed all modern writers. At first he would not read it; 
his taste was for old masters of a century or two ago. " Like 
M. Belloc in painting," said I. At length, he found his 
friend, M. Alfred de Musee, the first intelligence of the age, 
reading it. 

" "What, yon too ? " s^d he. 

" Ah, ah ! " said De Mus6e ; " say nothing about this book ! 
There is nothing like it. This leaves us aU behind — all, all, 
mOes behind ! " 

M. Belloe said the reason was because there was in it more 
ffemdne faith than in any book. And we bi-anched off info 
florid eloquence touching paganism, Christianity, and art. 

" Clmsljanity," M. Belloc said, "has ennobled man, but not 
made him happier. The Christian is not so happy as the old 
Greek, The old Greek mythology is full of images of joy, 
of hghljicss, and vivacity; nymphs and fauns, dryads and 
hamadryads, and all sportive creations. The arts that grow 
up out of Christianity are all tingftl with i-OTruw." 
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"Tbi3 IS true in piri, icplied H, ' because tlie moi-e you 
enlaige a peison s genera! ciiJicify ot feehng, and his quanti- 
ty of TjPing the mcie you eulaige bis capacity of suffering. 
A man can iiiffei more than an ojstei Christianity, by un- 
largin^ the scope of man'a heart, and dignifying hia nature, 
has deepened his sorrow." 

M. Eelioc referred to the paintings of E ata he le So- r 
the Louvre, in illustration of his idea — a ser s ba ed on 
the experience of St. Bruno, and roprcs nt n" the efiects 
of maceration and ghostly penance with revolt n" 1 errors 

" This," H, replied, " is not my idea ot Cbr t an ty Be 
ligion is not asceticism, but a principle f lo e to God th it 
beautifies and esalts commoa life, and fills t t lb jo^ 

M. Eelloc ended with a splendid panegyric upon the an- 
cient Greeks, the eloquence of which I will not mar by 
attempting to repeat. 

Ever and anon H. was amused at the pathetic air, at once 
genuinely French and thoroughly sincere, with which the 
master a^cired her, that he waa " dSsole " to put her to so 
much trouble. 

As to Christianity not making men happier, methinks M. 
Belloc forgets that the old Greek tragedies are filled with 
despair and gloom, as their prevailing characteristic, and that 
nearly aU the music of the world before Christ was in the 
minor scale, as since Christ it has come to be in the major. The 
whole creation has, indeed, groaned and traveled in pain to- 
gether until now ; but the mighty anthem has modulated since 
the cross, and the requiem of Jesus has been the world's 
hirthsong of approacHng jubilee. 

Music is a far better test, moreover, on such a point, than 
paintioff, for just where painting is weakest^ namely, in the 



I ..Google 



176 SUKNY UEMOEIEB Off FOBEIGN LASD3. 



expression of the highest moral and spiritual ideas, there 
music is most sublimely strong. 

Altogether this morning in the painter's studio was one of 
the most agreeable we ever spent. But what shall I say tKen 
of the evening in a scdon rmuicale ; with the first violoncello 
playing in the world, and the Princess Czartoryski at the 
piano ? Wo were invited at eight, but it was nine before we 
entered our carriage. "We arrived at the hotel of Mrs. Ers- 
kine, a sister of Lord Dundalk, and found a very select party. 
There were cbairs and soias enough for all without crowding. 

There was Frankomm of tiie Conservatoire, with his Stm- 
^varins, an instrument one hundred and filty yeara old, which 
cost six thousand dollars. There was Ms son, a little lad of 
twelve, who played almost as well aa his father. I wish F. 
and M. could have seen this. Ho was but a year older than 
F,, and yet played with the most astonishing perfection. 
Among other things the little fellow performed a morceau of 
Lis own composition, which was full of pathos, and gave tokens 
of uncommon ability. His father gave us sonatas of Mozart, 
Chopin, &c., and a polonaise. The Princess Czai-torjski ac- 
companied on the piano with extraordinary ability. 

That was aa evening to be remembered a lifetime. One 
heard, probably, the best music in the world of its kind, 
performed under prepared circumstances, the most perfecily 
adapted to give effect. There was no whispering, no noise. 
All felt, and heard, and enjoyed. 1 conversed with the prin- 
cess and with Frankomm. The former speaks EngUsh, the 
latter none. I interpreted for H., and she had quite a little 
conversation with him about his son, and about music. She 
told him she hoped the day was coming when art would bo 
consecrated to espresa tlie best and purest cmollons of hu- 
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Eianity. He liad read Uncle Tom ; and when he read it ho 
exclaimed, "This is genuine Chriatianity" — " Ceci est la 
vraie Christianisme / " 

The attentions shown to H.wereTeiytouyliing and agreeable. 
There is nothing said or done that wearies or oppresses her, 
She is made to feel perfectly free, at large, at ease ; and the 
regard felt for her is manifested in a way so delicate, so im- 
perceptibly fine and considerate, that she is rather strengthened 
by it than exhausted. This is owing, no doubt, to the fact 
that we came determined to be as private as possible, and 
with an explicit understanding with Mrs. C. to that effect. 
Instead of frying to defeat her pnrjwse, and force her into 
publicity, the few who know of her presence seem to try lo 
help her cariy it out, and see how much they can do for her, 
consistently therewith. 

Tuesday, June 14. To-day we dined at six P. M., and read 
till nine. Then drove to an evening salon — quite ai\ early 
little party at Mrs. Putnam's. Saw there Peter Parley and 
La KochejaijueUn, the only one of the old nobility that joined 
Louis Napoleon. Peter Pai'ley is consul no longer, it seems. 
We discussed the empire a very little. " To be, or not to be, 
that is the question." Opinions are various as the circles. 
Every circle draws into itself items of information, that tend 
to indicate what it wishes to be about to happen. Still, Peter 
Parley and I, and some other equally cautious people, think 
that this cannot always last. By this, of course, we mean 
this "thing", — this empire, so called. Sooner or later it 
must end in revoluiion ; and then what ? Said a gentleman the 
other day, " Nothing holds bim up but fear of the Eed." * 

• That is, fear of the Rai Republicans. 



I ..Google 



178 SOh'NT MEMOttlES OP FOKEIGN LANDS. 

After cliattrng a while, Weston and I slipped out, and drove 
to tiie Jaidio MabiHe, a garden in the Charaps Elystjes, whith- 
er thousands go every night. We entered by an avenue of 
poplai-s and other trees and shrubs, so illuminated by jets of 
gas sprinkled amongst the foHage as to give it the effect of 
enchantment. It was neitlier moonlight nor daylight^ but a 
kind of spectral aurora, tliat made every thing seem unearihly. 

As we entered the garden, we found fiower beds laid out 
in circles, squares, lozenges, and every conceivable form, with 
diminutive jets of gas so distributed as to imitate flowers of 
the softest tints, and the most perfect shape. This, too, 
seemed uneartlily, weird. We seamed, in an instant, trans- 
ported into some Thalaba's cave, infinitely beyond the common, 
sights and sounds of every-day life. In tlie centre of these 
grounds there is a circle of pillars, on the top of each of which 
is a pot of flowers, with gas jeta, and between them an arch 
of gas jefs. This circle is very large. In the midst of it ia 
another circle, forming a pavilion for musicians, also bril- 
liantly illuminated, and containing a large cotiflon band of 
the most finished performers. 

Around tJiis you find thousands of gentlemen and ladies 
strolling singly, m pairs, or in groups. There could not be 
less than three thousand persons present. While the musi- 
cians repose, they loiter, sauntering round, or recline on seate. 

But now a lively walta strikes the ear. In an instant 
twenty or thirty couples are whirhng along, floating, like 
thistles in the wind, around the central pavilion. , Their feet 
scarce touch the smooth-trodden earth. Eound and round, in 
a vortex of life, beauty, and brilliancy they go, a whirlwind of 
dehght. Eyes sparkliug, cheeks flushing, and gauzy draperies 
floating by ; while the crowds outside gather in a ring, and 
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■wateli the giddy revel. There are countless forma of sym- 
metry and gi-a«e, faces of ivondroiia beauty, boUi among the 
dancers and among the spectators. 

There, too, are feats of agihty and elasticity quite aerial. 
Oae hthe and actiye dancer grasped his fair partner by the 
waist. She was dressed in a red dress ; was small, elastic^ 
agile, aod went by like the wind. And now and then, in 
the course of every few seconds, he would give her a whirl 
and a lift, sending her spinning through the air, around liim- 
seF as an axis, full four feet fram the ground. 

Then the music ceases, the crowd dissolves, and floats and 
saunters away. On every hand are games of hazard and 
skill, with balls, tops, wheels, &c., where, for five cents a trial, 
one migbt seek to gain a choice out of glittering articles ex- 
posed to view. 

Then the band strike up again, and fJie whirling daace 
renews its vortex; and so it goes on, from hour to hour, till 
two or three in the morning. Not that 'ice staid till then ; 
we saw aJl we wanted to see, and left by eleven. But it is 
a seene perfectly unearthly, or rather perfectly Parisian, and 
just as earthly as possibles yet a scene where earthliiiess is 
worked up into a style of sublimation the most exquisite 
conceivable. 

Entrance to this paradise can be had for, gentlemen, a dol- 
lar ; ladies, fiee. This tells the whole story. Nevertheless, 
do not infer that there are not any respectable ladies there. 
It is a place so remarkable, that very few strangers stay long 
in Paris without taking a look at it. And though young 
ladies residing in Paris never go, and matrons very seldom, 
yet occasionally it is the case that some ladies of respecta- 
bility look in. The best dancei-s, those who exhibit such 
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surprising feats of skill and agility, are professional — paid by 
tlie establishment. 

Nevertheless, aside from the impropriety inherent in the 
very nature of waltzing, there was not a word, look, or ges- 
ture of immorality or impropriety. The dresses were aU 
decent; and if there was vice, it was vice masked under the 
guise of polite propriety. 

How different, I could not but reflect, is all this from the 
gin palaces of London! There, there is indeed a dazzling 
splendor of gas light. But there is nothing artistic, nothing 
refined, nothing appealing to the imf^^nation. There are 
only hogsheads, and barrels, and tlie apphancM for serving 
out strong drink. And there, for one sole end, the swallow- 
ing of fiery stimulant, come the nightly thousands — fixim the 
gay and well dressed, to the haggard and tattered, in the last 
stage of debasement. The end is the same — by how different 
paths ! Here, they dance along the path to ruin, with flowers 
and music; there, they cast themselves bodily, as it were, into 
the lake of flre. 

Wednesday, June 15. Went in the forenoon to M. Belloc'e 
studio, and i-ead while H. was sitting. 

Then we drove to Madame Boger's, who is one of the 
leaders of Paris taste and legislation in dress, and who is 
said to have refused to work for a duchess who neglected to 
return her husband's bow. I sat in the outer courta while 
some mysterious affairs were being ti'ansacted in tlie inner 
rooms of state. 

Then we drove to the Louvre, and visited the remains from 
Nineveh. They are fewer in number than those in the Brit- 
ish Museum, whicli I have not yet seen. But tlie peai of 
human-headed, winged balls are said to bo equal in size 
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I was very much impressed, not only by the solemn 
grandeur of tlie thoaglvt that thirty centuries were looking 
down upoa me out of those stony eyes, but by what I have 
never seea noticed, the magnificent phrenological develop- 
ment of the heads. The bi-ow is absolutely prodigious — 
broad, high, projecting, massive. It is the brow of a divinity 
indeed, or of a cherub, which I am persuaded is the true des- 
ignation of these creatures. They m-e to me but the earliest 
known attempts to preserve the cherubim that formed the 
fiery portals of the Eden temple mitil quenched in the suigea 
of the deluge. 

Out of those eyes of serene, benign, profound reflection, 
fhei-efore, not thirty, but sixty centuries look down upon 
me. I seem to be standing at those mysterious Eden gates, 
whei-e Adam and Eve first guided the worship of a world, 
amid the sad, yet sublime symbols of a previous existence 
in heavenly realms. 

After leaving tJie Louvre H. and I took a caliche, or open 
two-seat carriage, and drove frora thence to the Madeleine, 
and thence the whole length of the Boulevards, circling round, 
crossing the Pont d'Austerlitz, and coining back by the Avenue 
de i'Observatoire and the Luxembourg. 

Then we saw theati-es, the Povt St. Denis, Port St. Mar- 
tin, the ^te of the Bastille, and the most gay, beautiful, and 
huHlJing boulevards of the metropolis. 

As we were proceeding along the Boulevard des Italiens, I 
saw the street beginning to line with people, the cabs and 
carriages drawing to either side and stopping ; police officers 
commanding, directing, people running, pushing, looking this 
way and that. " Qu' p 04-41?" said I, standing up by the 
driver — " Wliat's the matter?" 
VOL. IT. 16 
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" Tho emperor is coming," said he. 

"Well," said I, "draw to one side, and turn a little, so 

He did so, and H, and I both stood up, looking round, "We 
saw several outriders in liveiy, on the full trot, followed by 
sevei'al carriages. They came very fsist, tlie outriders calling 
to the people to get out of the way. In the first carriage sat 
the emperor and the empress — ho, cold, stiff, stately, and 
homely ; she, pale, beautiful, and sad. They rode not two rods 
from us. There was not a hat taken ofij not a siagle shout, 
not a " Vive I' Empereur" Without a single token of greeting 
or applause, he rode through the ever-forming, ever-dissolving 
avenue of people — the abhorred, tlie tolerated tyrant " Why 
do they not cry out ? " 1 said to the coachman, " Why do they 
not cry, ' Vive VMmpereur ' ? " A most expressive shrug was 
the answer, and "I do not know. I suppose, because they do 
not choose." 

Thursday, June 16. Immediately after breakfast we were 
to visit Chateau de GorbeviUe. The carriage came, and H., 
Mrs. C.,and W. entered. Imomitedtheboxwiththe"eocAer," 
as usual. To be shut up in a box, and peep out at the win- 
dow while driving through such scenes, is horrible. Ey tbe 
way, our party would have been larger, but for the arrest of 
Monsieur F., an intimate friend of the family, which took place 
at five o'clock in the moi-ning. 

He was here yesterday in fine spirits, and he and his wife 
were to have joined our party. His arrest is on some political 
suspicion, and as tie result cannot be foreseen, it casta a shadow 
over the spirits of our household. 

We drove along through the bright, fresh morning — I en- 
joying tte panorama of Paris exceedingly— to the Western 
Rmhvay Station, where we took Jickels for Vei-saillea. 
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We feel as much at home now, in these continental railroad 
atationa, as in our own — nay, more so. Every thing is so 
regulated here, there is almost no possibility of going wrong, 
and there is always somehody at hand wliose business it is to 
be very polite, and tell you just what to do, 

A very pleasant half hour's ride brought us to Versailles. 
There we tooli a barouche for the day, and started for the 
chateau. In about an hour and a half, through very pleasant 
scenery, we came to the spot, where we were met by Madame 
V. and her daughter, and, alighting, walked to the chateaa 
tlirough a long avenue, dark with overarching trees. We 
wei-e to have a second breakfast at about one o'clock in 
the day ; so we strolled out to a seat on the terrace, commandmg 
a line and very extensive prospect. 

Madame V. is the wife of an eminent lawyer, who held the 
office of intendant of the civil list of Louia Philippe, and has 
had the settlement of that gentleman's pecuniary affairs since 
his death. At the time of the coup d^itat, being then a repre- 
sentative, he was imprisoned, and his wife showed considerable 
intrepidity in visiting hira, walking on foot through tJie prison 
yard, amongst the soldiers sitting drunk on the cannon. At 
present Monsieur V. is engaged in his profession in Paris. 

Madame V. is a pleasant-looking French woman, of highly- 
cultivated mind and agreeable manners ; accoraphsJied in mu- 
sic and in painting. Her daughter, about fifteen, plays weU, 
and is a good specimen of a well-educated French demoiselle, 
not yet out. They are simply dphers, except as developed in 
connection with and behind shelter of their mother. She 
performed some heantiiul filings beautifully, and then her mother 
played a duet with her. We took a walk tlirough the groves, 
and sat on the bank, on tJie brow of a commanding eminence. 
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A wide ianclscape was before ns, characterized hj every 
heautj of foliage conceivable, but by none more admirable, 
to my eye, than tlie poplars, which suatsun the same relation 
to French scenery that spruces do to tSiat of Miune. Re- 
clining there, we could almost see, besides the ancient ter- 
ritory of the Duke d'Orsay, the celebrated valley of Char- 
treuse, where was the famous Abbey of Port Royal, a valley 
filled with historic associations. If it liad not been for a hill 
wLirh stood in the way, we shoulil have seen it. At our 
lejauru we discussed painting. Before us, a perfect landscape ; 
around us, a deep solitude and slallness, broken by the sighing 
of ancient aristocratic shades, and the songs of birds ; within 
na, emotions of lassitude and di-eamy delight, 

"We had found a spot where existence was a blessing ; a 
spot where to exist was enough ! where the " to be " was, for a 
moment, disjoined from the inexorable "to do," or "to suffer." 
How agreeable to converse with cultivated and refined artistic 
minds I How delightful to find people to whom the beautiful 
has been a study, and art a world in which they could live, 
move, and have flieir being 1 And yet it was impossible to 
prevent a shade of deep sadness from resting on all things — 
a tinge of melancholy. "Why? — why this veil of dim and 
indefinable angui=h at sight of whatever is most fair, at hear- 
ing whatever is most lovely ? Is it the exiled spirit, yearning 
for its own? Is it the captive, to whom the ray of heaven's 
own glory comes through the crevice of his dungeon walls ? 
But this is a digression. Returning, we examined the mansion, 
a fine specimen of the old French chateau ; square-biiilt, with 
high Korman roof, and a round, conical-topped tower at each 
comer. In front was a garden, curiously laid out in beds, and 
knots of flowers, witli y, fountain in the centre. This garden 
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was enclosed on all sides by beech trees, clipped into lofly 
walls of green. Tlie chateau had once heen fortified, but now 
the remains of the forlifications are made into terraces, planted 
witli rosea and honeysuckles. Here we heard, for the first 
time incur lives, the nightingale's song; a gurgling warble, 
ivith an occasional crescendo, d la Jenny Liad. 

At five we dined; took carnage at seven, cai-s at nine, and 
arrived in Paj-is at ten. 

Friday, June 17. At twelve o'clock I started for Versailles 
to visit the camp at Sartory, where I understood the emperor 
wa^ to review the troops. 

At Versailles I moimted the top of an omnibus with two 
Parisian gentlemen. As I opened my umbrella one of them 
complimented me on having it. I rophed that it was quite a 
necessary of life. He answered, and we were soon quite 
diatty. I inquired about the camp at Sartory, and whether 
the emperor was to be there. He said he had heard so. 

He then asked me if we had not a camp near London, 
hhowuig that he took me for an Englisbmau. I replied tlrnt 
there was a camp there, though 1 had not seen it, and that I 
was an Am.ei'ican. In reply he congratulated me that the 
Americans were fai' ahead of the English. 

I complimented him then in timi on Versailles and i(s gal- 
lenes, and lo!d him there was not a nation on earth that had 
•-udi monuments of its oivn history and gi-eatness. They 
were highly elated at this, and we rode along in the best 
ponsible humor together. Nothing will make a Frenchman 
tlioTOUghly your frii-nd sooner than heartily to pnuse his 
countr}". It is for this I love them. 

j.\j'rived at Sartory I had a long walk lo reach the camp ; 
and instead of inquiring, as I ought to have done, whether the 
10* 
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review was to lake place, I took it for granted. I suw bodies 
of soldiers moving in various directions, oiflcers galloping 
about, and flyiag artillery trundling along, and heard drums, 
trumpets, and bands, and flioiigbt it was all right. 

A fifteen minutes' walk brought mo to the camp, where 
tents for some twenty-five thousand whiten the plain far as 
the eye can reach. There, too, I saw distant maasea of in- 
fantry moving. I might have known by their slouchy way 
that they were getting home from parade, not preparing for it. 
But I thoTight the latter, and lying down under a tree, waited 
for the review fo begin. 

It was almost three o'clock. I waited and waited. The 
soldiers did not come. I waited, and waited, and waited. 
The soldiers seemed to have gone more and more. The 
throne where the emperor was to sit remained unoccupied. 
At last it was four o'clock. Thought I, I ivill just ask these 
redcaps here about this. 

" Messieurs," s^d I, " will you be so good as to inform me 
if the emperor is to be here to-day ? " 

" No," they replied, " he comes on Sunday." 

" And what is to be done here, then ? " I asked. 

"Here," they replied, "to-day? Nothing; o'est fmi — it 
is all over. The review was at one o'clock." 

There I had been, walking from Versailles, and waiting for 
a parade some two hours after it was all over, among crowds 
of people who could have lold me at once if I had not been 
so excessively modest as not to ask. 

About that time an American might have been seen pre- 
cipitately seeking the railroad. I had not seen the elephant. 
It was hot, dusty, and there was neither cab nor caliche in 
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I arrived at tlie railroad station just iii time to see the trojn 
go out at one end as I came in at the other. This was conducive 
to a frame of mind that scarcely needs remark. Out of that 
depot {it was half past four, and at sis they dine in Paris) 
with augmented zeal and decision 1 pitched into a cab. 

"jl Vatttre station, idte, vite ! " — To the oUier station, quick, 
quick ! He mounted the box, and commenced lashing his 
Rosinante, who was a subject for crows to mourn over, (be- 
cause tkey could hope for notHng ia trying to pick him,) 
and in an ambling, scrambling pace, composed of a trot, a 
canter, aad a kick, we made a descent like an avalanche into 
the station yard. There Richard was himself again. I as- 
Bimied at once the air of a gentleman who had seen the re- 
view, aad walked about with composure and dignity. No 
doubt I had seen the emperor and aU the troops. 1 succeeded 
in getting home just in the middle of dinner, and by dint of 
hard eating caught up at the third course with the rest. 

That I consider a very white day. Some might call it ffrem, 
but I mark such days with white always. 

In the evening we attended the salon of Lady Elgin, a 
friend of our hostess. Found there the Marquis de M., whose 
book on the spiritual rappings comes out next week. "We 
conversed on the rappings ad tiameam. 

By the way, her ladysliip rents the Hotel de la Eochefou- 
cauld, in the Rue de Vai'enne, Faubourg St. Germain. 

St. Germain is full of these princely, ariafooratic mansions. 
Mournfully beautiful — desolately grand. Out of the stem, 
stony street, we entered a wide, square court, under a mas- 
sive arclied gateway, then through the Rez-de-Chaussfee, or 
lower suite of rooms, pa^ed onfc into the rear of the house to 
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And ourselves in the garden, or rather a kind of park, with 
tall trees, flooded in moonlight, bathed in splendors, and with 
their distant, leafy arches (cut with artialJc skiU) reminding 
one of a Gothic temple. Such a magnificent forest seene in 
the very heart of Paris I 

Saturday, June 18. After breakfast rode out to Arc de 
Triomphe de I'Efoile, and thence round the exterior barriers 
and bouleyacds to Pere la Chaise. 

At every entrance to the city past the barriera, (which are 
now only a street,) there is a gate, and a building marked 
" Octroi," which means customs. 

No carriage can pass without being examined, though the 
examination is a mere form. 

Pere la Chaise did not interest me much, except that from 
the top of the bill I gunpd a good ■view of the (.ity It is 
idled with tombs and monuments, and laid out in streets. 
The hou'.es of the deid ate sm'illei thaa the houses of the 
hving, but they are nwde like house*, with doors, -windows, 
and an (,mpti plice mside tor in altar, ciucifi'5,Iamp^,wieiths, 
&c. Tombs have no charm for me. I am not at all inter- 
ested or inspired by them. They do not serve with me the 
purpose intended, viz., of caUing up the memory of the de- 
pai'ted. On the contrary, their memory is associated with 
their deeds, their works, the places where they wrought, and 
the monuments of themselves they have left. Here, however, 
in the charnei hou'e la commemoiited but the event of their 
deepest fahime ml degradation, their total -v onquishment un- 
der the djmniion of de'tth, the tnumph of < oiiuption 

Here all tint was visihle of them is insulted >y the last 
enemy, m the deepest, most humihatmg posture of contumely. 
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From P^re la Chaise I came home to dinner at six. II., 
meauwhile, had been sitting to M. Belloc 

After dinner H. and the two Misses C. rode out to the Eoia 
de Boulogne, the fashionable drive of Paris. 

We saw all the spleadid turnouts, and alt the not splendid. 
Our horse was noted for the springhait. It is well to have 
something to attract attention about one, you Itnow. 

Sahbath, June 19. After breaifest went with Miss W. to 
the temple St. Marie, to hear Adolphe Monod. Was able to 
undei-atand him very well. Gained a new idea of the capa- 
bilities of the French language as the vehicle of religious 
thought and experience. I had thought that it was a language 
incapable of beiug made to express the Hebrew mind and feel- 
ing of Scripture. I tliink differently. The language of Car 
naan can make its way through all languages, and in the 
French it has a paihos, point, and simplicity which are won- 
derful. There were thoughts in the sermon which I sliaO 
never forget, I feel myself highly rewarded for going. 

The congregation was as large as the church could pos- 
sibly hold, and composed of very interesting and intelligent- 
looking people. His subject was, "If any maM lack wisdom, 
let him ask of Grod, who giveth willingly, and without up- 
braiding," &C. It was most touchingly adapted to the wants 
of the unhappy French, and of aU poor sinners ; aud it came 
home to me in particidar, as if it had been addressed to me 
singly, so tliat I could not help crying. 

The afternoon and evening spent at home, reading. H. 
went in the morning with Madame di- T. to the Catholic 
service, at the church St. Germaine I'Auxerrois, and her 
companion pointed out the different parts of the seivice. 
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H. said she was moved with compassion towai-ds these 
multitudes, who seem so very earnest and Bolenm. Their 
prayer hooks contain much that is exceUent, it' it was not 
mixed with so much that ia idolatrous. 

Monday, June 20. Went to have our passport viied. The 
sky was black, and the r^n pouring in torrents. As I 
reached the quay the Seine iras rushing dai'fc, and turbidly 
foaming. I crept into a fiacre, and waa amused, as we rattled 
on, to see the plight of gay and glittering Pai-is. One poor 
organ grinder, on the Pont National, sat with his umbrella 
over his head, and his body behind the parapet, grinding 
away, in the howling storm. It was the best use for a hand 
organ I ever saw. The gardens of the Tuileries presented 
a sorry sight. The senti'ies slunk within their boxes. The 
chahs were stacked and Isud on their sides. The paths 
were flooded ; and the classic statues looked as though they 
liad a dismal time of it, in the general shower bath. 

My passport went through the office of the American em- 
bassy, prefecture of the police, and the bureau des affaires 
etranglres, and the Swiss legation, and we were all right fot 
the frontier. 

Our fair hostesses are all Alpine mountaineers, posted up in 
mountain lore. They make you look blank one moment with, 
hon-or at some escape of theirs from being dashed down a 
precipice ; the nest they run you a rig indeed over the RigEi ; 
anon you shamble through Chamounix, and break your neck 
over the Col-de-balme, and, before you are aware, are among 
the lacking at Interlachen. 

Wednesday, June 22. Adieu to Paris ! Ho for Clialons 
Eur Saone ! After affectionate farewelb of our kind friends, 
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by elevea o'clock we wei'c rushing, iii the pleasantest of ears, 
over the smoothest of raila, thi'ongh Burgundy that was ; I 
reading to H, out of Dumas' Impressions de Voyage, going 
over our very route. "We arrived at Chalona at nine in the 
evening, and were soon established in the Hotel du Park, in 
two small', hrick-floored diambers, looking out upon the steam- 
boat landing. 

Thursday, 23. Eight o'clock A. M. Suiee five we have 
had a fine buslJe on the quay below our windows. There 
lay three steamers, shaped, for all the world, like our last 
night's rolls. One would think lehahod Crane might sit 
astride one of them and dip Ms feet in the water. They 
ought to be swift, L'Hirondetle (the Swallow) flew at fl.ve ; 
another at six. "We leave at nine. 

Eleven o'clock. Here we go, down the Saone. Cabin 
thirty feet by ten, papered and vamislied in imitation of 
maple. Iiadies knitting, netting, nodding, napping; gentle- 
men yawning, snoring; children frolicking; dogs whining. 
Overhead a constant tramping, stamping, and screeching of 
the steam valve. H. suggests an excursion forward, "We 
heave up from Hades, and cautiously thread the crowded 
Al Sirat of a deck. The day is fine; the air is fiUed with 
golden beams. 

More and more beaudful grows the scene as we approach 
the Rhone — the river broader, hills more commanding, and 
architecture tinged with the Italian. Bradshaw says it equals 
tlie Rhine. 

At Lyons there was a scene of indescribable confusion. 
Oat of the hold a man witlii a rope Mid hook was hauling 
baggage up a smooth hoard. Three hundred people were 
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sorting their goods without checks. Poriers were shouldering 
immense loads, four or five heavy trunks at once, corded 
together, and stalking off AHantean. Hatboxes, haudhoxes, 
and vahses hurst hke a meteoric shower out of a crater. 
"A moi, d moi!" was the cry, from old men, young women, 
soldiers, shopkeepers, and pretres; scuffling and shoving to- 
gether. Careless at once of grammar and of grace, I pulled 
and shouted with the best, till at length our plunder was 
caught, corded and poised on an herculean neck. We fol- 
lowed in the wake, H. tremhliag lest the cord should break, 
and we experience a pre-Alpine avalanche. At length, how- 
ever, we breathed more freely in rooms au quatrieme of ffotel 
de P Uhivers. 

After dinner we drove to the cathedral. It was St John's 
eve. " At twelve o'clock to-night," said H., " the spirits of fJl 
who are to die tliis year will appear lo any who wiU go alone 
into the dark cathedral and summon them"! We were 
chanited with the interior. Twilight hid all the dirt, cobwebs, 
and tawdry tinsel ; softened the outlines, and gave te the im- 
mense arches, columns, and stained windows a strange and 
thrilling beauty. The distant tapers, seeming remoter than 
reality, the kneeling crowds, the heavy vesper chime, all com- 
hined to realize, H. said, her dreams of romance more perfectly 
than ever before. We could not tear ourselves away. But 
the clash of the sesfoa's keys, as he smote them together, was 
the signal fo be gone. One after Miother the tapers were extin- 
guished. The kneeling figures rose ; and shadowily we flitted 
forth, as from some goi^eous cave of grammarye. 

Saturday, June 25. Lyons to Geneve. As this was our 
firet experience in the diligence line, we noticed particularly 



I ..Google 



OP FOREIGN lANDS 193 

e\ciy pLLulnuty A diligence la a laige, heair, 'itrun^Iy- 
built, wf 11 liung stagp, consisting of five di'tinLt departments, 
— coiipo, berime, omiubus, banquette, and baggage top 




After setting up Lousckpepinjf in oui Ijoilini, ind putting 
all "to nglits," the wlupa cracked, btlla jmgled, and away we 
thundeied by thp onowy Rhoae I bad had the idea that a 
ihli^enee was a rickety, slow moulded antediluvian nondeieiipt, 
tailing patiently along over impassable roads at a snail's pace. 
Judge of my astonishment at finding it a full-blooded, Tigorotia 
monster, of unscrupulous rsulway momentum and impertur- 
bable equipoise of mind. 

Down the macadamized slopes we thundered at a prodi- 
gious ■pace ; up the hills we trotted with sis horses, three 
abreast ; madly through the little towns we burst, like a whirl- 
wind, crashing across the pebbled streets, and out upon the 
broad, smooth road again. Before we had well considered the 
fact that we were out of Lyons, we stopped to change horses. 
Done in a jiffy ; and whoop, Click, cracky whack, rumblej 

VOT.. 11. 17 
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bump, whirTj wiisk, away wo blamed, tDi, ere wc knew it, 
anotber change, and suiotber. 

" EeaJIy, H.," said I, " this is not slow. The fact is, we are 
going ahead. I call this travelliEg — never was so comfort- 
able ia my life." 

" Nor I," quoth she. " And, besides, wc are unwinding the 
Rhone all along." 

And, sure enough, we were ; ever and anon getting a 
glimjise of him spread mazily all abroad in some beautiful 
vale, like a midguard anaconda done in silver. 

At Nantua, a sordid toivo, with a squalid inn, we dined, at 
two, deliciously, on a red shrimp soup j no, not soup, it was a 
potage ; no, a stew ; no, a creamy, unctuous mess, muss, or 
whatever you please to call it. Sancho Panza never ate Ms 
oUa podrida wilb more relish. Success to mine host of the 
jolly inn of Nantua I 

Then we thunderbolted along again, shot tlii'ough a grim 
fortress, crossed a boundary hne, and were in Switzerland. 
Vive Switzerland I land of Alps, glaciers, and freemen 1 

As evening drew on i wind spring up, and a storm seemed 
gathering on the Jura Tl e ram dashed against the panes of 
the berline, as we rode ptst the g m-faced monarch of the 
"misty sbi-oud." A cold wi 1 we t sweeping by, and the 
Ehone was rushing fi below d cern ble only in the distance 
as a rivulet of flashin^ toam It was night as we drove into 
Geneva, and stopped at the Messagerie. I heaid with, joy a 
voicii demanding if this were Monsieur Besshare. 1 replied, 
not without some scruples of conscience, " Out, monsieur, e'est 
moi" though tlie name did not sound exactly like the one to 
which I had been wont to respond. In half an hour we were 
at home, in the mansion of Monsieur Fazy. 
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Geneve, Monday, June 27. The day dawned clear over 
this palace of encliantment. The mountains, the lake, the 
entire landscape on every side revealed itself from our lofty 
windows with transparent brilliancy. This house is built on 
liigh. ground, at the end of the lake near where the Rhone 
flows out. It is very high in the rooms, and we are in the 
fourth story, and have distant views on all four sides. The 
windows are very large, and open in leaves, on hinges, like 
doors, leaving the entire window clear, as a frame for the dis- 
tant picture. 

Ill the afternoon we rode out across the Rhone, where it 
breaks fi'om the lake, and round upon the ascending shore. 
It is seldom here that tlie Alps are visible. The least mist 
hides them completely, so that travellers are wont to record ii 
in their diaries as a great event, " I saw Mont Blanc to-day." 
Yesterday there was nothing but clouds and thick gloom ; but 
now we had not ridden far before H. sprang suddenly, as if 
she had lost her senses — her cheeks flushed, and ter eyo 
flashing. I was frightened. " There," said she, pointing out 
of the side of the carriage across the lake, " there he is — 
there's Mont Blanc." " Pooh," said I, "no such thmg." And 
some ti-ees for a moment inten-eaed, and shut out the view. 
Presently the trees opened, and H. cried, " There, that white; 
don't you see? — tliere — there ! " pointing with great ener^, 
as if she were getting ready to fly. I looked and saw, sure 
enough, behind the dark mass of the MoJe, (a huge blue-black 
mountain in the foreground,) the granite ranges rising grad- 
uaJiy and grim as we rode; but, further still, behind those 
gray and gliastly barriers, all bathed and blazing in the sun's 
fresh splendors, undimmed by a cloud, unveiled even by a 
filmy fleece of vapor, .and oh, so white — so intensely, blind- 
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ingly white ! against tlie darlc-blue slij, the needles, flie spires, 
tlie solemn pyramid, the transfigurationL cone of Mont Blanc. 
Higher, and still higher, those apocalyptic splendors seemed 
lifting their spectral, spiritual forma, seeming to rise as we 
rose, seeming to start like giants hidden from behind the black 
brow of interveniDg ranges, opening wider the amphitheatre 
of glory, until, as we reached the highest point in our road, 
the whole uneai-thly visioa stood revealed in sublime perspec- 
tive. The language of the Revelation came rusliiag through 
my soul. This is, as it were, a door opened in heaven. Here 
are some of tKose everlasting mountain ranges, whose light ia 
not of the sun, nor of the moon, but of the Lord God and of 
the Lamb. Here is, as it were, a great white throae, on 
which Ono might sit before whose face heaven and earth 
might flee ; and here a sea of glass mingled with fire. Nay, 
rather, here are some faint shadows, some dim and veiled re- 
semblances, which bring our earth-imprisoned spirits to con- 
ceive remotely what the disencnmbored eye of the ecstatic 
apostle gazed upon. 

With solemn thankfulness we gazed — thankfulness to God 
for having withdraivn his veil of cbuds from tiiis threshold 
of the heavenly vestibule, and brought us across the Atlantic 
to behold. And as our eyes, bliEded by the dazzling visioa, — 
whicli we might reside here yeai-s without beholding in such 
perfection, — filled with teal's, we were forced to turn them 
away and hide them, or fasten them upon the dark range of 
Jura on tlie other side of us, until they were able to gaze 
again. Thus we rode onward, obtaining new points of view, 
new effects, and deeper emotions ; nor can time efface the 
impressions we received in the depths of our souls. 

A lady, at whose door we alighted for a moment to obtain a 
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jiai'ticular point of view, told ua that at sunset tlie mountain 
a^umed a peculiar transparency, irith most mysterious Iiues 
of blue and p«rplo ; so that she had seen irrehgioua natures, 
frivolous and light, when suddenly called out to look, stand 
petrified, or ratlier exalted above tiiemselvea, and irresistibly 
turning their faces, then' thoughts, theii- breathings of adora- 
tion up to God. 

I do not wonder that the eternal homo of the gloviied 
shoidd be symbolized by a Mount Zion. I do not wonder 
that the Psalmist should aay, "I will lift up mine eyes unto 
the hillSf fixim whence cometh my help ! " For surely earth 
cannot present, nor unassisted fancy conceive, an object more 
profoundly significant of divine majesty than these mountains 
in Iheir linen vesture of everlasting snow. 

Tuesday, June 23. The morning dawned dear, worm, and 
cloudless. A soft haze rested on the distant landscape, with- 
out, however, ia the least dimming its beauty. 

At about eleven we set off with two horses in an open car- 
riage, by the left shore, to visit St. Cergue, and ascend the 
Jura. All our way was gradually ascending, and before us, 
or rather across tlia lake on one aide, stood tlie glorious Sew 
Jerusalem scene. We were highly favored. Every moment 
diminished the intervening mountains, and lifted the gorgeous 
pa.geant higher into the azure. 

Every step, every turn, presented it in some new point of 
view, and extended the range of observation. Now Alps were 
continuaUy rising, and diamond-pointed peaks glancing up be- 
hind sombre granite bulwarks. 

At noon cocker stopped at a village to refresh his horsf s. 
Wo proceeded to a coo! teiTace filled with trees, and lulled Ijy 
the sphish of a fountain, from whence the mountain was [:i 
17* 
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full view. Here we investigated tie mysteries of a certain 
basket wliich our provident hostess had brought with her. 

After due refreshment and repose we continued our route, 
aseending tlie Jura, towards the Dole, which is the highest 
mountain of that range. A macadamized road coiled up 
tlie mountsan side, affording us at every turning a new 
and more splendid view of the other shore of the lake. At 
length we reached St. Cergue, and leaving the carriage, H. 
and I, guided by a peasant girl, went through the woods to the 
highest point, where were the ruins of the ancient chateau. 
Far be it from me to describe what we saw. I feel that I 
have already been too presumptuous. We sat down, aHd each 
made a hasty sketch of Mont Blanc. 

"We took tea at the hotel, which reminded us, by the neat- 
ness of its scoured chambers with their white bedspreads, of 
the apartments of some out-of-the-way New England farm 
house. 

The people of the neighborhood having discovered who 11. 
was, were very kind, and full of delight at seeing her. It was 
Scotland over again. "We have had to be uiiHiuching to pre- 
vent her being overwhelmed, both hi Pai'Ls and Geneva, by 
the same demonstrations of regard. To this we were driven, 
as a matter of life and death. It was touching to listen to the 
talk of these secluded mountaineers. The good hostess, even 
the servant maids, hung about H., expressing such tender in- 
terest for tlie slave. All hatl read Uncle Tom. And it had 
apparently been an era in their life's monotony, for they said, 
" O, madam, do write another ! Kemombcr, our winter nights 
here are very long I " 

The proprietor of the inn (not the laudloi-d) was a gcntle- 
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man of edacation and polished demeanor. Re had lost an 
JEva, he siud. ,ind he spoke with deep emotion. He 
thanked H. for what she had written, and at parting said, 
" Have courage ; the sa«red cause of Liberty will yet prevail 
through the world." 

Ah, they breathe a pure air, these generous Swiss, among 
Uiese mountain tops ! May their simple words he a prophecy 
divine. 

At about six we returned, and as we slowly wound down 
the mountain side we had a full view of all the phenomena of 
color attending the sun's departure. The mountain, — the 
city rather, — ^ for so high had it risen, that I could imagine a 
New Jerusalem of pearly white, with Mont Blanc for the 
central citadel, or temple, — the city was all a-glow. Tlie air 
behind, the sky, became of a delicate apple green ; the snow, 
before so incandescent in whiteness, assumed a rosy tint. Wo 
paused — we sat in silence to witness these mii-aculous trans- 
formaiions. " Charley," said H., " sing that hymn of yours, 
the New Jerusalem," And in the hush of the mountain sol- 
itudes we sang together, — 



Where Chtiat our Lord is gone ; 
We ivill meet around his throne, 
When ho makea hia people one 
In the New Jerusalem. 

We can see that distant home. 
Though clouds rise oft hetween ; 

Faith Tiews the radiant dome. 
And a lusti-e flnshes keen 
From the Now Jerusalem. 
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0, glory Bliining Tely 
From the never-setting si 



Our hearts 

Those 
Lord, thy lit 



The echo3a of our Yoices died along the mounfain sides, as 
Blowly we wended our downward way. The rosy flush hegan 
to fade. A rich creamy or orange hue seemed to imhue the 
scene, and flnaJly, as the shadows from the Jura crept higher, 
and covered it with a pall, it assumed a startling, deathlike 
pallor of chalky white. Mont Bianc was dead. Mont Blanc 
was walking as a ghost upon the granite ranges. But as dark- 
ness came on, and as the sky over the Jura, where the sun had 
set, ohtained a deep, rosy tinge, MoBt Blanc revived a little, 
and a flush of delicate, transparent pink tinged his cone, and 
Mont Blanc was asleep. Good night te Mont Blanc 

Wednesday morning, June 29. The day is intensely hot ; 
the weather is exceedingly fair, but Mont Blanc ia not visible. 
Not a vestige — not a trace. All vanished. It does not seem 
possible. There do not seem to exist the conditions for such 
celestafll pageant to have stood there. What ! there — where 
my eyes now look steadily and piercingly into the blue, into 
the seemingly fathomless aznre — there, will they tell me, 
I saw that enraptured vision, as it were, the dty descending 
from God out of heaven, as a bride adorned for her hna- 
hajid? Incredible! It must be a dream, a vision of the 
night. 
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Evening. After the lieat of the day our whole household, 
old and young, set forth for a boating excursion on the lake. 
Dividing our party in two boats, we pulled about a mile up 
the left shore. Lalie Lcman ivas before its in all ita loveh- 
nesa j and wo wcro dipping our oar where Byron had floated 
past scenes whlck scarce need to become classic to possess a 
superior charm. The sun was just gone behind the Jura, 
leaving a glorious sty. Mont Blanc stood afar behind a 
hazy veil, like a spirit half revealed. We saw it pass before 
oui- eyes as we moved. "It stood still, but we could not dis- 
cern the foiia thereof." As we glided on past boats uaoount- 
edj winged or many-footed, motionless or still, we softly sung, — 

" Think of me oft at tirilight hour. 
And I will tMnk of thee ; 
KememheriDg how wB felt its power 
When thou wast still witli me. 

Do at is that hour, for day then sleeps 

Upon the gray cloud's breast ; 
A^id not a Yoice or sound e'er keeps 



The surface of the lake was unruffled. The air was stdU. 
An occa^onal burst from the band in the garden of Rousseau 
came soft«ned in the distance. Enveloped in her thicit shawl 
H. reclined in tlie stern, and gave herself to the influences of 
the hour. 

Darkness came down upon the deep. And in the gloom 
wo turned our prowa towards the many-twinkling quays, far in 
tlie distance. "We bent to the oar in emulous contest, and our 
baiks foamed and Hased through the water. In a few mo- 
ments we were passing through the noisy crowd on the quay 
towards our quiet home. 
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LETTER XXXII. 

Deak Children : — 

I promistid to write from Chamomii, so 
tlie commetieemeut. Fancy me, on a biwling day in July, 
panting with Ihe heat, gaaing from, my ivindow in Geneva 
upon Lake Lemaa, whi^'h reflects the sun like a burning 
glass, and thinking whether in America, or any where else, 
it was ever so hot before. This was quife a new view of the 
subject to me, who had been warned in Paris only of the 
necessity of blanket shawls, and had come to Sivitzeriand with 
my head full of glaciers, and my tmuk full of furs. 

While arranging my ti-aveUiug preparations, Madame F. 
enters. 

"Have you considered how cold it is up there?" she 
inquires. 

" I am glad if it is cold any where," said I. 

" Ah, you will find it dreadful ; you will need to bo thor- 
oughly guarded." 

I suggested tippets, flannels, and furs, of which 1 already 
possessed a moderate supply. But no ; these were aJlogetiier 
insufficieni^ It was necessary that I should buy two immense 
fur coats ; one for C, and one for myself. 

I assure you that such preparations, made with the ther 
mometer between eighty and ninety, impress one with a kind 
of awe. " What regions must they be," thought I to myself, 
" thus sealed up in eternal snows, while the country at tlieir 



I ..Google 



OF FOEBIGN LANDS. 203 

feot liLs Bcoi hm^ m the very fire ' " A shidow of inriedii- 
lity iniiigli d itself iMtli my leflection'! On the nhole, I 
boujitit but one tiir coit 

At tins moment C came up to tt.Il me that "W , S , and G 
ha.1 all come bads fi-om It^ly, bo thit our piity wii oulo 
moie together 

It was on the 5tli oi July tliat S and I took our be it^ jn 
the coiipe of ttie dih^enLf Now, tlii9 loupf is low ^nd nai- 
row enough, so that our condition reminded me slightly of the 
luckless fowJa which I have sometimes seen riding to the Cin- 
cinnati market in couph of about equal convenience. Never- 
theless, it might be considered s, peaceable and satisfactory 
style of accommodation in an ordinary country. But to ride 
among the wonders of the Alps in such a vehicle is some- 
thing like contemplating infinity through the nose of a bottle- 
It was really very tantalizing and provoking to me till C. was 
so obliging as to resign his seat on top in my favor, and 
descend into Sheol, as he said. Then I began to live ; for I 
could see to the summit of the immense walls of rock under 
wliieit we ■were passing. By and by we were reminded, by 
the examination of our passports, th^ we had entered Sar- 
dinia ! and tlie officers, being duly satisfied that we were not 
going to Chamouni to levy an army among the glaciers, or 
raise a sedition among tie avalanches, let us pass free. The 
discretion and wisdom of this passport system can never be 
sufiiciently admired. It must be entirely owing to this, tliat 
the Alps do not break out on Europe genei'ally, and tear 
it in pieces. 

But the mountains — how shall I give you the least idea of 
them ? Old, sombre, haggard genii, half veiled in clouds, belted 
with pines, worn and fuiTowed with storms and avalanches, but 
not as yet crowned with snow. For many miles after leaving 
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Geneva, the Mole is the principal object; ila blue-black outline 
veering and shifting, taking on a thousand strange varieties of 
form as you appioacli it, others again as you recede. 

It is a cloudy day ; and heavy volumes of vapor ai-e wi-eath- 
ing and unwreathing themselves around the gaunt forms of 
the everlasting rocks, like human reasonings, desires, and 
hopea around the ghastly icallties of life and death ; grace- 
ful, undulating, and sometimes gleaming out in silver or rosy 
wreaths. StiU, thej are nothing hut mitt ; the dread realities 
are just where they wt,ro before. It is odd, lliuiigh, to look 
at these cloud caperings ; quite as interesting, in its way, as to 
read new systems of transcendental pliilosopty, and perhaps 
quite as profitable. Yonder is a great, whiteheaded cloud, 
slowly unrolling himself in the bosom of a black pine forest. 
Across the other side of the load a huge granite diff has 
picked up a bit of gauzy silver, which he is winding round 
Lis scraggy neck. And now, here comes a cascade right over 
our heads ; a cascade, not of water, but of cloud ; for the poor 
little brook that makes itfaints 
away before it gets down to 
us ; it falls like a shimmer of 
moonlight, or a shower of 
powdered silver, while a trem- 
ulous rainbow appears at un- 
certain intervals, like a half- 

The cascade heie, as in 
mountains geneiiJly, is a 
never-failing bouri^ of hfe 
and vaiuety "Water, joyous, 
buoyant son of Natui c, is Cdll- 
ing to you, leaping, spa,rl;liBg, 
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mocking at you between bwshes, and sm g li d 

the delis. A thousand little pictures h malt m ^ h 
rocks as he goea ; like the little sketch hi h I 1 y 

Then, the bizarre outline of the rock H lie G th 

call them " the giant-aiiouted crags ; ' and a, th dih 
winds slowly on, they seem to lean, d t and b nd 
How they close up like a wall in front, n w p j J ' 

cloudy vistas : now they embrace the t rr t th t 

black arms ; and now, flashing laughter and b 1 1 h g 1 fl 
through rifted rocks and uprooted pin th t tit 
past them, down into some fatliomlesb abyss. These old 
Alp mothers cannot hold thek offspring back from abysses 
any better than poor earth mothers- 
There are phases iu nature which correspond to every 
phase of human thought and emotion ; and this stem, clo«dy 
scenery answers to the melancholy fatalism of Greek tragedy, 
or the kindred mournfulness of the Book of Job. 

These dark channelled rocks, worn, as with eternal teai-s, — 
these traces, so evident of ancient and vast desolations, — sug- 
gest the idea of boundless power and inexorable will, before 
whose course the most vehement of human feelings are as 
the fine spray of the cataract. 

"For, surely, the mouatMD, falling, eometlito nought; 
The rock is remoYed out of hia place ; 

Thou washest airay. f he things that grow oat of the earth, 

And thou deatrojeat the hopes of man ; 

Thou prevailest against him, and he passeth ; 

Thou changest hia countenance, and aendest him away." 

The sceptical inquirer into the mysteries of eternal things 
might here, if ever, feel the solemn irony of Eliphaz the 
Temanite : — 
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" Should a wise man utter Tain knowlcc^e f 
Should ho reason with unprofitable talk? 
Or with speeches that can do no good ? 
Art thou the first man that ever was born > 
Or waat thou made before the hills ? " 

There are some of my fellow-travellers, by the by, who, if 
they had been made before the hillg, would never have been 
much wiser. All through these solemn passages and gorges, 
they are discussing hotels, champagne, wine, and cigars. I 
presume they would do Uie same thing at tlie gates of the 
Celestial City, if they should accidentally find themselves there. 
It is one of the dark providences that multitudes of this calibre 
of mind find leisure and means to come among these scenes, 
wliile many to whom tiey would be an inspiration, in whose 
souls tliey would uaseal ceaseless fountains of beauty, ai-e 
forever excluded by poverty and care. 

At noon we stopped at Sallcnches, famous for two things j 
first, as the spot where people get dinner, and second, where 
they take the char, a carriage used when the road is too 
steep fur the diligence. Here S-, who had been feeling ill 
all the moniing, became too unwell to proceed, so that we 
had to he by an hour or two, and did not go on with the cara- 
van. I Bat down at the room window to study and sketch 
a mountam tliat r(se exactly opposite. I thought to myself 
" Now, would it be possible to give to one tliat had not 
seen it an idea of how this looks?" Let me try if words 
can pmnt it. Eight above the fiat roof of the houses on the 
opposite side of the street rose this immense mountain wall, 
The lower tier seemed to be a turbulent swell of pasture 
hmd, rolling into every imaginable shape; gi'een billows and 
dells, rising higher and higher in the air as you looked upward. 
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dyeil here and there in bright yellow strealia, by the wild 
crocus, and spotted over with eattle. Dark clumps and belts 
of pine now aad thea rise up among them ; and scattered 
here and there in the heights, among green hollows, were 
cottages, that looked about as big as hickory nuts. 

Above all this region was still another, of blai'k pines 
and crags; the pines goiag up, and up, and up, till they 
looked no larger than pin feathers ; and eurmounting all, 
strwght, castellated turrets of i-ock, looking out of swathing 
bands of cloud. A narrow, dazzhng line of snow crowned 
the summit. 

Ton see before you three distinct regions — of pasture, of 
pine, of bare, eternal sterility. On inqmring the name of the 
mountain, I was told that it was the " Aiguille " something, I 
fon^et what ; hut I discovered that almost all the peaks in 
this re^on of the Alps are called Aiguille, (needle,) I suppose 
from the straight, sharp points that rise at their summits. 

There is a bridge here in Sallenehes, from which, in clear 
weather, one of the best views of Mont Blanc can be obtained 
— so tliey teli us. To-day it is as much behind the veil, and 
as absolutely a matter of feith as heaven itself. Looking in 
that direction you could not believe that there ever had been, 
or could be, a mountain there. The concealing clouds look 
as gray, as cool, and as absolutely uneonscioua of any world 
of glory behind them as our dull, cold, every-day life does of 
a heaven, which is, perhaps, equally near us. As we were 
pasang the bridge, however, a gust of icy wind swept down 
the course of tlie river, whose chilly breath spoke of glaciers 
and avalanches. 

Our driver was one of those merry souls, to be found the 
world over, whose hearts yearn after talk ; and when I vol- 
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imteered to share the outside seat with him, that I might 
see hetter, he inquired anxiously if "mademoiselle under- 
stood French," that he might have the pleasure of enlighten- 
ing her on the loeahties. Of course mademoiselle could do 
no less than be exceedingly grateful, since & pcasaHt on his 
own ground is generally better informed ihaa a philosopher 
from elsewhere. 

Om- path lay along the banks of llie Arve, a raving, brawl- 
ing, turbulent stream of muddy water. A wide belt of drifted, 
pebbly land, on either side of it, showed that at times the 
torrent had a much wider sweep than at present. 

In fact, my guide inforraed me that the Arve, like most 
other mountsun streams, had many troublesome and incon- 
venient personal habits, such as rising up all of a sudden, 
some night, and whisking ofi' houses, cattle, pine trees ; in 
short, getting up sailing parties in such a promiscuous manner 
that it is neither safe nor agreeable to live in his neighbor- 
hood. He showed me, from time fo time, the traces of euch 
Kuhleborn pranks. 

We were now descending rapidly through the valley of 
Chamouni, by a winding road, the scenery becoming every 
moment more and more impressive. The path was so steep 
and so stony that our guide was well enough contented to have 
us walk. 1 was glad fo walk on alone ; for the scenery was 
so wondeiful that human sympathy and communion seemed to 
be out of the question. The effect of such scenery to our gen- 
erally sleeping and drowiy soul^, b>und with the double ch'«n 
of earthliness and sin, js like the elertijc touch of the angel 
on Peter, bound and sleeping They mike us leahze that 
we were cot only made to commune with God but aloO what 
a God he is witli whom we miy commune Wo talk of po- 
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etiy, we talk of painting, we go to the ends of the eartJi to see 
the artists and great men of this world ; but what a poet, 
what an artist is God ! Truly said Michael Angelo, " The 
true painting is only a copy of the divine perfections — a 
shadow of his pencil." 

1 was sitting on a mossy trunk of an old pine, looking up 
admiringly on the wonderful heights around me — crystal 
peaks sparkling over dark pine trees — shadowy, airy dis- 
tances of mountain heights, rising crystalhne amid many-colored 
masses of cloud ; while, looking out over my head from green 
hollows, I saw the smsJl cottages, so liny, in Iheir airy dis- 
tance, that they seemed scarcely bigger than a sciuirrel's nut, 
which he might have dropped in his passage. A pretty 
Savoyard girl, I should think about fifteen years old, came 

"Madame admires the mountains," sLe said. 

I assented. 

"Tes," she added, "strangers always admire our moun- 
tams." 

" And don't you admire them ? " said I, looking, I suppose, 
rather amused into her bright eyes. 

" No," slie said, laughing. " Strangers come from hundreds 
of miles to see them all the time ; but we peasants don't care 
for them, no more than the dust of the iwad." 

I could but half believe the bright Uttle puss when she said 
so ; but there was a lumpish, soggy fellow accompanying her, 
whose nature appeared to be sufficiently unleavened to make 
almost any thing credible in the line of stupidity. In fact, it 
is one of the greatest drawbacks to the pleasure with whidi 
one travels through this beautiful cowatry, to see what kind 
of human beings inhabit it. Here in the Alps, heaven abovu 
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and em-th beneath, tree, rock, water, liglit and. shadow, every 
form, and agent, and power of nature, seem to lie exerting 
themselves to produce a constant and changing poem and ro- 
mance ; every thiag is grand, noble, free, and yet beautiful: 
in all these regions there is nothing so repulsive as a human 
dwelhng. 

A little further on we stopped at a village to refresh the 
horses. The auberge where we stopped was built like a great 
barn, with aa earth floor, desolate and comfortless. The peo- 
ple looked poor Mid ground down, as if they had not a thought 
above the coarsest animal wants. The dirty chOdren, with 
(heir hair tangled beyond all hqpe of combing, had the beg- 
^g whine, and the trick of raising ilieir hands for money, 
when one looked at them, which is universal in the Catliolic 
parts of Switzerland. Indeed, all the way from the Sardmian 
frontier we had been dogged by beggars continually, Pai-ents 
seemed to look upon their children as valuable only for this 
purpose ; the veiy baby in arms is tauglit to malte a pitiful 
little whine, and put out its fat hand, if your eye rests on it. 
The fact is, they are poor — poor because invention, enter- 
prise, and intellectual vigor — all that surrounds the New 
England mountain fanner with competence and comfort — 
are quenched and dead, by the combined influence of a reli- 
gion and government whose interest it is to keep people stupid 
that they may be manageable. Yet the Savoyards, as a race, 
it seems to me, are naturally intelligent ; and I cannot but 
hope that the liberal course lately adopted by the Sardinian 
government may at last reach them. My heart yearns over 
many of the bright^ pretty children, whose httle hands have 
been up, from time to time, around our carriage. I could not 
help thinking what good scliools and good instruction might do 
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for ttem. It is not their f lult, poor little things, that tiey are 
educated to whine ind beg, and grow up rude, uncultured, 
to hring forth anofhei set ot childien ju=t ULe ttemEelves ; 
but what to do ^vith them i? the qnesdon One generally be- 
gins with ^Ting money , but i day or tv, o of experience shows 
that it would be just about as hopeful to feed the locusts of 
Egypt on a loaf of hread. But it is hard to refuse children, 
especially to a inother who has left five or six at home, 
and who fenciea she sees, in some of these little eager, child- 
ish feces, something now and then that reminds her of her 
own. For my part, I got schooled so that I could stand them 
all, except the httle toddling three-year olds — they fairly over- 
came me. So I supplied my pocket with a quantity of sugar 
lozenges, for the reUef of my own mind. I usually found 
the little fellows looked exceedingly delighted when they dis- 
covei-ed the nature of the coin. Children are unsophisticated, 
and like sagar better than sUver, any day. 

In this auherffe was a litUe chamois kid, of which fact we 
were duly apprised, when we got out, by a board put up, which 
said, " Here one can see a live chamois." The little hve rep- 
resentative of chamoisdom came skipping out with the most 
amiable tmconseiousness, and went through his paces for our 
enlertainment with as much propriety as a New England child 
says liis catechism. He hopped up on a table after some green 
leaves, which %vere then economically used to make him hop 
down again. The same illusive prospect was used to mate 
him jump over a slick, and perform a number of other evolu- 
tions. I could not but admire the sweetness of temper witli 
which he took all this tantalizing, and the innocence with 
which he chevred his cabbage leaf after he got if, not harbor- 
ing a single revengeful thought at us for the trouble we had 
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given him. Of courae the issue of the matter was, that we 
all paid a few sous for the sight — not to tie chamois, which 
would have been the most equitiAle way, hut to those who had 
appropriated bis gifts and graces to eke out tlieir own conve- 
nience. 

" Where's his motlier ? " said I, desiring to enlarge my 
sphere of natural history as much as possible. 

" On d tue sa mere " — " They have killed his mother," was 
the reply, cool enough. 

There we had the whole story. His enterprising neighbors 
had invaded the domestic hearth, shot his mother, and eaten 
her up, made her skin into chamois leathei-, and were keepmg 
him till he got hig enough for the same disposition, using his 
talents meanwhile to turn a penny upon ; yet not a word of 
all this thought he; not a hit the less heartily did he caper; 
never speculated a minute on why it was, on the origin of evil, 
or any thing of the sort ; or, if he did, at least never said a 
word about it. I gave one good look into his soft, i-oimd, 
glassy eyes, and could see nothing there but the most tranquil 
contentment. He had finished his cabbage leaf, and we had 
finished our call ; so we will go on. 

It was now drawing towards evenbg, and the air began to 
be sensibly and piercingly cold. One effect of this mountain 
air on myself is, to bring on the most acute headache that 
I ever recollect to have felt. Still, the increasing glory and 
magnificence of the scenery overcame bodily fatigue. Mont 
Blanc, and his army of white-robed brethren, rose before us 
in the distance, glorious as the four and twenty elders around 
the great white throne. The wonderful gradations of color- 
ing in this Alpine landscape are not among the least of ifa 
charnis. How can I describe it ? Ims^ine youi^elf standing 
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with me on tlus projecting rock, overlooking a deep, piny gorge, 
througli wHch flow the brawling waters of tlie Aivc. On the 
other side of this rise mountains whose heaving swells of vel- 
vet green, cliffe and dark, pines, are fully made out and colored ; 
behind this mountain, rises another, whose greens are softened 
and shaded, and seem to be seen through a purplish veil ; be- 
hind that rises another, of a decided cloud-like purple ; and in 
tlie nest still the purple tint changes to rosy lilac ; while aiioVe 
all, like another world up in the sky, mingling its tints with 
the passing clouds, sometimes obscured by ttem, aad then 
breaking out between tb.em, lie the glacier regions. These 
gladers, in the setting sun, look hke rivers of hght pouring 
down from the clouds. Such was the scene, which I remem- 
ber with perfect distinctness as enchaining my attention on one 
point of the road. 

"We had now got up to the valley of Chamouni. 1 looked 
before me, and saw, lying in the lap of the green valley, a gi- 
gantic pile of icy pillars, which, seen through the trees, at first 
suggested the idea of a cascade. 

"What is that? " said I to the guide. 

" The Glacier de Eoisson." 

I may as well stop here, and explain to you, once for all, 
what a glacier is. You see before you, as in this case, say 
thirty or forty mountain peaks, and between these peaks what 
seem to you frozen rivers. The snow from time to time melt- 
ing, and dripping down tlie sides of the mountain, and con- 
gealing in the elevated hollows between the peaks, forms a 
half-fluid mass — a river of ice — which is called a glacier. 

As it lies upon tiie slanting surface, and is not entirely solid 
throughout, the whole mass is contmually pushing, with a 
gradual but imperceptible motion, down into the valleys below. 
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At a distance thsan glaciers, as I bave said before, look like 
frozen rivers ; when one approachea nearer, or where they 
press downward into the valley, like this Glader de Boisson, 
thej look like immense crystals and pillars of ice piled to- 
gether in every coaceivable form. The effect of this pile of 
ice, lying directly in the lap of green grass and flowers, is 
quite singular. The village of Chamouni itself has nothing 
in particular to recommend it. The buildings and every thing 
about it have a rough, coarse appearance. Before we had 
entered the valley this evening the sua had gone down ; tie 
sky behind the mountains was dear, and it seemed for a few 
moments as if darkness was rapidly coming on. On our right 
hand were black, ja^ed, furrowed walls of moimtain, and on 
our left Mont Blanc, witi his fields of glaciers and worlds of 
snow; they seemed to hem ws in, and almost press us down. 
But in a few moments commenced a scene of transfiguration, 
more glorious than any thing 1 had witnessed yet. The cold, 
white, dismtd fields of ice gradually changed into hues of the 
most beautiful rose color. A bank of white clouds, which 
rested above the mountams, kindled and glowed, as if some 
sjiirit of light had entered into them. Yon did not lose your 
idea of the dazzling, spiritual whiteness of the snow, yet you 
seemed to see it through a rosy ■veil. The sharp edges of the 
glaciers, and the hoUowa between, the peaks, reflected waver- 
ing tints of lilac and purple. The effect was solemn and spir- 
itual above eveiy thing I have ever seen. These words, 
which had been often in my mind through the day, and which 
occiirred to me more often than any others while I was travel- 
ling through the Alps, came into my mind with a pomp and 
magnificence of meaning unknown before — "Forby Him were 
all things created in heaven and on eartli, visible and invis- 
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ible, whether they be thrones, or dominious, or principalities, 
or powers ; all things are by him and for him ; and he is be- 
fore all things, and by him all things subsist." 

In this dazzling revelation I sa,w not that cold, distant, un- 
feeling fate, or that crushing regularity of power and wisdom, 
which was aJl the ancient Greek or modem Deist can behold 
in God ; but I beheld, as it were, crowned and glorified, one 
who had loved with our loves, and suffered with our suffei-inga. 
Those shining enows were as his garments on the Mount of 
Ti-ansflgu ration, and that serene and ineffable atmosphere of 
tenderness and beauty, which seemed to change these dreary 
deserts into worlds of heavenly light, was to me an image of 
the light shed by his eternal love on the sins and sorroivs of 
time, and the dread abyss of eternitj. 
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LETTER XXX:iI. 

Mr Dear: — 

"Wellj I waked up tliis morning, and the first thought was, 
" Here I am in the Taliey of ChamoHni, right under the eliad- 
ow of Mont Blanc, that I have studied about in childliood 
and found on the athis." I sprang up, and ran to the win- 
dow, lo see if it waa really there where I left it last night. 
Yes, true enough, there it was ! right over our heads, as it 
were, blocking up our very existence ; filling our minds with 
its presence ; that colossal pyramid of dazzling snow ! Its 
lower parts concealed by the roofs, only the three rounded 
domes of the summit cut their forms with icy distinctness on 
the interise blue of the sky ! 

On the evening before I had taken my last look at about 
nine o'clock, and had mentally resolved to go out before day- 
brealt and repeat Coleridge's celebrated hymn ; but I advise 
any one who has any such liturgic designs to execute them 
over night, for after a day of chmbing one acquires an apti- 
tude for sleep that interferes with early rising. "Wlien I left 
last eveaing its countenance was " filled with rosy light," and 
they teU us, that hours before it is dayhght in the valley this 
mountfun top breaks into brightness, like that pillar of fire 
which enlightened the darkness of the Israelites. 

I rejoice every hour that I am among these scenes in my 
fanjiliarity with tte language of the Bible. In it alone can I 
find vocabulary and images lo express what this world of 
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wonders excites. Mechanically I repeat to myself, " The ever- 
lasting mountaina were scattered; the perpetual hills did howj 
his ways are everlasting." But as straws, chips, and seaweed 
play ia a thousand fantastic figures on the face of the ocean, 
sometimes even concealing the solemn depths beneath, so tlic 
prose of daily existence mixes itself up with the aolenm 
poetry of life, here as elsewhere. 

You must have a breakfast, and then you cannot rush out 
and up Mont Blanc ad libitum ; you must go up in the regu- 
lar appointed way, with mule and guides. This matter of 
guides is perfectly systemaf iaed here ; for, the mountains being 
the great overpowering fact of life, it follows that all that 
enterprise and talent which in other places develop themselves 
in various forms, here take the siagle channel of climbing 
mountaina. In America, if a man is a genius he strikes out a 
new way of cleaning cottoa j but in Chamomii, if he ia a ge- 
nius he finds a new way of going up Moat Bianc. 

As a sailor knows every timber, rope, and spar of his ship, 
and seems to identify his existence with her, so these guides 
their mountains. The mountains are their calendar, their 
book, their newspaper, their cabinet, herbarium, baromef«r, 
their education, and their livelihood. 

In fine, behold us about eight o'clock, C, S., W., litfle G., 
and self, in all the bustle of fitting out in the fi-ont of our 
hoteL Two guides, Balmat aod Alexandre, lead two irmles, 
long-eared, slow-footed, considerate brutes, who have hoi'ne a 
thousand ladies over a thousand pokerisli places, and ai-e ready 
to bear a thousand more. Equipped with low-bacl;ed saddles, 
they stand, their noses down, their eyes contempTafively closed, 
their whole appearance impressing one with an air of practical 
talent and reliableness. Tour mule is evidently safe and stu- 
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pill as gnj conservative of any couBtry ; you may be sure that 
no erratic fires, no new influx of ideas will ever lead him to 
desert tlie good old paths, and tumble you down predpices. 
The harness they wear is bo exceedingly ancient, and lias such 
a dilapidated appearance, as if held together only by the 
merest accident, that I could not but express a little alarm, on 
mounting. 

" Those girths — won't Hiey break ? " 

" 0, no, no, mademoiselle ! " said the guides. In fact, they 
seem so delighted with their arrangements, that I swallow 
lay doubts in silence. A third mule being added for the joint 
use of flie gentlemen, and all being equipped with u-on-poinl^ 
ed poles, off we start in high spirits, 

A glorious day ; air clear as crystal, sky with as fixed a 
blue as if it could not think a cloud ; giiides congratulate us, 
'^Qu'il fait iTes beau/" "We pass the lanes of the village, 
our heads almost on a level with the flat stone-laden roofs j 
our mules, with their long rolling pace, hke the waves of the 
sea, give to their riders a faceljous wag of the body that is 
quite striking. Now the village is passed, and see, a i-oad 
banded with green ribands of turf, S.'s mule and guide pass 
on, and head the party. G. rides another male. C. and W. 
leap along trying their alpenstocks ; stopping once in a wlulo 
to admire the glaciers, as their brilliant forma appeal' though 
the pines. 

Here a discussion commences as to where we are going. 
"We had agreed among ourselves that we wouid visit the Mer 
de GlS.ee. We fully meant to go there, and had so told the 
guide on starting ; but it appeai-s he had other views for «s. 
There is a regular way of seeing things, orthodox and ap- 
pointed ; and to get sight of any thing in the wrong way would 
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be as bad as fo got well without a ecientiiic physidsii:, or any 
otlier irregular piece of proceeding. 

It appeared from tlie representatioiB of tlie guide tJiat to 
■visit Mer de Glace before we had seen I^a Fiegere, would no 
more answer than for Jacob to many Eachel before he liad 
married Leali. Determined not to yield, as we were, we 
somehow found ourselves vanc[uished by our guide's argu- 
meiiis, and soberly going off his way instead of oura, doing 
exactly what we had resolved not to do. However, the point 
being yielded we proceeded merrily. 

As we had some way, however, to ti-ot along the valley 
before we came to the ascending place, I improved the oppor- 
tunity to cultivate a little tlie acquaintance of my guide. He 
was a tail, spare man, with black eyes, black h^r, and features 
expre^ve of shrewdn^, energy, and determination. Either 
fi-om paralysis, or some other cause, he was Bubject to a spas- 
modic twitching of tie features, producing very much flie 
effeet that heat liglifiiing does in the summer sky — it seemed 
to flash over his face and be gone in a wink ; at first this 
looked to me very odd, but so much do our ideas depend on 
association, tliat after I had known him for some time, I real- 
ly ttought tiiat I liked him better with, than I should without 
it It seemed to give ori^ality to the expression of his face ; 
he was such a good, fatherly man, and took such cxcellont 
care of me and the mule, and showed so much intelligenci! 
and dignity in his conversation, that I could do no less fliaii 
like him, heat lightning and all. 

Tills valley of Cliamouni, through which we are winding 
now, is every where as flat as a parlor floor. These valleys in 
the Alps seem to have this peculiarity — they are not hollows, 
bending downward in the middle, and imperceptibly sloping 
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up Til d into thp m m tau s b fc ihey 1 e pe -f tly flat. Tlie 
m uu un IS u^ a 1 hen ILeisoUa 1I t pei-pendic- 
ularly. 

" Voild / " says my guide, pointing to the left, to a, great, bare 
ravine, " down tliere came an avalanche, and kiiodied down 
those houses and killed several people." 

"Ail!" said I; " hut don't avalanches generally come in the 
same places every year ? " 

" Generally, they do." 

" Why do people build houses in the way of them ?" said I. 

" Ah ! thia was an unusual avalanche, tliis one here." 

" Do tlie avalanciies ever bring rocks witSi them ?" 

"No, not often ; nothiug but snow." 

" Thei'e 1 " says my guide, pointing to an object about as big 
as a good-sized fly, on the side of a distant mounttiin, " there's 
die auberffe, on La Flegere, where we are going." 

"Up there?" say I, looking up apprehensively, and que- 
lying in my raind how my estimable friend the mule is ever 
to get up there with me on his bacL 

"0 yea," says my guide, cheerily, "and the road is up 
through that ravine." 

The ravine is a charming specimen of a rosid fo be sure, 
but no matter — on we go. 

" There," says a guide, " those blaek rocks in the middle 
of that glacier on Mont Blanc are the Grands Mulct", where 
travellers sleep going up Mont Blanc." 

We wind now among the pine tree still we come almost 
under the Mer de Glace. A most fairy-hke cascade fails 
down from under its pillars of ice over the daik rocks, — a 
cloud of feathery foam, — and then streams into the valley 
below. 
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" Voild, L'Arveiron !" says the guide. 

"O, is that the Ai'TCiion ?" say I; "happy to miike the 
acquaintance." 

But now we erosa the Arve into a grove of pines, and. di- 
rect our way to tJie ascent. We begin to thread a zigzag path 
on the sides of the mountain. 

As nmles are most detei-miued followers of precedent, every 
one keeps his nose close by the heels of his predecessor. The 
delicate point, therefore, of the whole operation is beeping the 
Gi'st mule straight. The first mule ia our party, who rejoiced 
in the name of Eousse, was selected to head the caravan, per- 
haps because he had more native originality than most mules, 
and was therefore better fitted to lead than to follow. A 
troublesome beast was he, from a habit of abstract meditafioa 
which was always liable to come oa him in most inconvenient 
localities. Every now and then, simply in accordance with 
his own sovereign will and pleasure, and without consulting 
those behind him, he would stop short and descend iofo him- 
self in gloomy revery ; not that he seemed to have any thing 
in particular on his mind, — at least nothing of the sort es- 
caped his lips, — but the idea would seem to strike him all of 
a sudden that he was an ill-iised beast, and that he'd be lianged 
if he went another step. Kow, aa his stopping stopped all the 
rest, wheresoever they might happen to be, it often occurred 
that we were detained in most crilJca] locahties, just on the 
very verge of some tremendous precipice, or up a I'ocfey stair- 
w^ay. In vain did the foremost driver admonish him by 
thumping his nose with a sharp stick, and tuning and pulling 
upon the bridle, Eousse was gifted with one of those long, 
India rubber nedts that can stretch out indefinitely, so that 
the utmost pulling and jerking only took hia head along a little 
10* 
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farther, but left hia heels planted exactly where they were he- 
fore, somewhat after this fashion. Ilis cjes, meanwhile, de- 




Toutly clo el w li an air of eel aess oversp eadmg his 
visage he m g! t have stoo 1 aa a emblem of consc ent oua 
obstin cy 

The fact is, that in aacending these monntaius there is just 
enough danger to make one's nerves a little unsteady ; not fay 
any means as much as on boai-d a rail car at home ; still it 
comes to you in a more demonstrable form. Here you are, 
for instance, on a precipice two thousand feet deep ; pine trees, 
which, when yon passed them at the foot you saw were a 
liuadivad feet high, have dwindled to the size of pins. No 
oarrier of any kind protects the dizzy edge, and your mule is 
parficidarly conscientious to stand on the veiy verge, no mat- 
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ter liow wide the patli muy be. Now, under sucli eircaim- 
Bfances, though jour guide iissures yaii that an accident or a 
person killed is a thing unknown, you caanot help seeing that 
if the saddle should turn, or the girths break, or a bit of the 
cmmbiiug edge cave away — ail which thiags appear quite 
possible — all would be over with you. Tet I suppose we 
are no more really lippendent iijion God's prOTideiice in 
sueh civcwrastances, than in many cases where we think our- 
selves most secure. Still the thrill of this sensation is not 
without its pka™re, especially with snch an image of almighty 
power and glory constantly before one's eyes as Mont Blanc. 
Our own littleaess and helplessness, in view of these vast ob- 
jects which suiTound us, give a strong and patlietie force to 
the words, "The eternal God is thy refuge, and underneath 
thee are the everlaadng arms." 

I like best these snow-pure glaciers seen thi'ongh these 
black pines ; there is something myst^-ious about them when 
you thus catch glimpses, and see not the earthly base oa which 
they rest. I recollect the same fact in seeing the Cataract of 
Niagara through trees, where merely the dizzying fall of wa- 
ter was visible, with its foam, and spray, aad rainbows ; it 
produced an idea of something supematm-al. 

I forgot to say that at the foot of the moimtaia a party of 
girls started to ascend with iis, carrying along bottles of milk 
and small saucers full of mountain strawberries. About half 
way np the ascent we halted by a spring of water which 
gushed from the side of the mountain, aad there we found the 
Eidvantage of these ari-angements. The milk is veiy nice, 
almost as rich as cream. 1 think they told me it was goat's 
milt. The strawberries are very small indeed, like our field 
strawberries, but not ns good. One devours them with great 
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relish, simply bccaiise the keen air of the mountam S 
one to eat something, and there is aothiag better to I 
They were hearty, rosy-looking girh, cheerful and ( 
wore the flat, Swiss hat, and carried their knitting work along 
with them, and knit whenever they could. 

"When you asked them the price of their wares they always 
said, " Au plaisir," i. e., whatever you please ; hut when we 
came to offer them money, we found " au plaisir" meant so 
much at «wj rate, and as much more as they could get. 

There were some diildren who straggled up with the party, 
who offered us flowers and crystals "au plaisir," to ahout the 
same intent and purpose. Thia cortege of people, wantiog 
to sell you something, accompanies you every where in the 
Alps. The guides generally look upon it with complacency, 
and in a quiet way favor it. I suppose that the fact was, these 
were neighbors and acquaintances -uid the mutu il undei&tand- 
ing was, that they should help eacli other 

It was about twelve o'clock when we g imed i biie 1 oiid 
shanty as near the top of La Flegeie is it la pj^. lUe to go 
on mules. 

It is rather a discouraging reflection thit one hould tiavel 
three or foxir hours fo get to aufh a desrlatf jlace i'' these 
mountain tops generally are; nothing but grias, rocks, and 
snow i a shanty, with a show cas:. full of minenk,, irticles of 
carved wood, and engravings of the plite for sale In these 
show cases tlie Alps are brought to maiket as thoroughly is 
human ingenuity can do the thing The chamois figuie^ 
lai^ely ; there are pouches made of cliamois tkin, walkmg 
sticks and alpenstocks tipped with chamois horn, sometimes 
an entire sliin, honis and all, hinging di ttnsoktply down 
ward. Then siU manner of en 14 J is i fcui 1 i the 
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rocka, are served up — agate pins, rings, seals, bracelets, cupa, 
and sQwff boxes — iill which are duly urged on your attention ; 
60, instead of falling into a rapture at the sight of Mont Blane, 
the regular routine for a Yankee is to hegin a bargain for a 
walking stick or a snuEfbox, 

There is another curious fact, and that is, that every pros- 
pect loses by being made definite. As long as we only see a 
thing by glimpses, and imagine that there is a deal more that 
we do not eee, the mind is kept in a constant excitement and 
play ; hut come to a point where you can fairly and squarely 
take in the whole, and there your mind falls listless. It is 
the greatest proof to me of the infinite nature of our minds, 
that we almost instantly undervalue what we have thorouglily 
attained. This sensation aiflicted me, for I had been reining 
ia my enthusiasm for two days, as rather premature, and keep- 
ing myself in reserve for this idtimaf« display. But now I 
stood there, no longer seeing by ghmpses, no longer catching 
rapturous intimations as I turned angles of rock, or glanced 
through windows of pine — hefe it was, all spi-ead out before 
me like a map, not a cloud, not a shadow to soften the outline 
— there was Mont Elanc, a great alabaster pyramid, witli a 
glacier running doivn each side of it ; there was the Arve, 
and there was the Arveiron, names most magical in song, but 
now literal geographic realities. 

But in full possession of the whole ray mind gave out hke 
a rocket that will not go off at the critical moment. I re- 
member, once after finishing a veiy circumstantial treatise on 
the nature of heaven, being oppressed with a similar sensatioo 
of satiety, — that which halh not entered the heart of man to 
conceive must not be mapped out, — hence the wisdom of the 
dim, indefinite imagery of the Scriptures ; they give you no 
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liard outline, no definite Kicit ; occaaionally tliey part as Jo tha 
clonds around tliese mountains, giving you liaf.Iie^ and gleams 
of something supernatural and splendid, but neyer fuUy 
unveiling. 

Eut La Flegei-o is doubtless the best point for getting a 
Btatistically accurate idea of how the Alps lie, of any easily 
accessible to ladies. Thb print you may regard more as a 
cbart than as a picture. 

Our guide pointed out every feature with praiseworthy ac- 
curacy. Midmost is Mont Blajic ; on the right the Gltwier 
de Eoisson. Two or three little bladi peats in it are the 
sleeping-place for travellei-saecentling — the zigzag line shows 
their path. On the left of the mountain lies Mer de Glaee, 
with the Arveiion faffing fixim it. The Arve crosses the val- 
ley below «■' the f dl is not indicated la thii view The un 
dnhl ions, which on neai view aie fifty feet hi,h seem mi,rB 
ripplea. Its puiity is much soiled bj the dust and delrts 
whi h are constantly bionn upon it making it look m some 
places moie like mud than ice Its soiled maiaes contrast 
with thf dazzling whiteness of the upper legions, just as hu- 
man Vi tue eTpo'ed to the ■wmd and dust of earth, with, die 
spollLSS punti ot Jlsud 



a. Dflme do Oonte. 
3. Aignille de Goiit6. 
t. Gi'aad Plateau. 
6. Lo3 Orxaia MitlcCs. 
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Thr L m 1 tf wliuli it 1hi (1i4t!in(>f apppii likf black 

p nf^ ^le n L II 1 1 lit ll I'i — 



\ ' ^E,ft. 







Coram J, cljnn I TO''Bl'UIy compared Mont BLint, ind Niigi 
r\ as oue sliould tompiie two gi lad pi(,tuics in cfilt rent 
ttylea of tlie samp mister Both aie of th-Kt class of tilings 
whicli maik ens in a minds liistorj and open i new door 
whicli no man can shut Of the two I think Nii^ara la the 
most impie '-ivp, perhaps because tho e aeiial elements of 
foam and spray give Uiat vague and dreamy m lefimtenesR of 
outhne which seems cosential m the subhme, For this teason, 
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wliiie Niagara is equally impressive in the distaiice, it does 
not lose on the nearest approacli — it is always mysterious, 
and, therefore, stimulating. Those varying spray wreatlis, 
rising like Ossian'a ghosts from its ahyss ; those shimmering 
rainbows, through whose veil you look ; those dizzying falls 
of water that seem like clouds poured from the hollow of 
God's hand ; and that mystic undertone of sound that seems to 
pervade the whole being as the voice of the Almighty, — all 
these bewilder and enchant the discriminative and prosaic 
part of us, and bring us into that cloudy region of ecstasy 
where the soul comes nearest to Him whom no eye hath seen, 
or can see. I have sometimes asked myself if, in the count- 
less ages of the future, the heirs of God shall ever be en- 
dowed by him with a creative power, by which they shall 
bring into being things like these ? In this infancy of his ex- 
istence, rrmn creates pictures, statues, cathedrals ; but when he 
is made " ruler over many things," will Iiia Father intrust to 
liim tile building and adorning of worlds ? the ruling of the 
glonons, dazzling forces of nature ? 

At the foot of the mountain we found again our company 
of strawberry ^rls, witb knitting work and goat's milk, lying 
m wait for us. They knew we should be thirsty and hungry, 
and wisely turned the circumstance to account. Some of our 
party would not buy of them, because they said they were 
sharpers, trying to get all they could out of people; but if 
every body who tries to do this is to be called a sharper, what 
!s to become of respectable society, I wonder? 

On the strength of this reflection, I bought some more 
goat's milk and strawberries, and verily found tbcra excellent; 
for, as Shakspeare says, " How many things iiy season seas- 

VOL. n. 20 
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We returned to o«r hotei, and after ciinmg and taiiiig a 
long nap, I began to feel fresh once more, for the air here acta 
Lke an elixir, so that one is ahle to do twice aa much as any 
where else. S. was too much overcome to go with ns, but the 
rest of US started with our guides once more at live o'clock. 
This time we were to visit the Cascade dea Pelerins, which 
cornea nest on the orthodox list of places to be seen. 

It was a lovely afternoon ; the sun had got over the Mont 
Blane side of the world, and threw the bvoad, cool shadow 
of the mountains quite across the valley. "What a caiioua 
kind of thing shadow is, — tha,t invisible veil, falling so even- 
ly and so lightly over al! things, bringing with it such thoughts 
of calmness, of coolness, and of rest, I wonder the old Greeks 
did not huiid temples to Shadow, and call her the sister of 
Thought and Peace. The Hebrew writers speak of the 
"overshadowing of the Almighty;" they call his protection 
" the shadow of a great rock in a weary land." Even as the 
shadow of Mont Blanc falls like a Sabbath across this valley, 
so falls the sense of his presence across our weary life-road ! 

As we rode along under tiie sides of the mountain every 
thing seemed so beautiful, so thoughtful, and so calm ! All 
the goats and cows were in motion along tlie mountiun paths, 
each one tinkling his little bell and filling the rocks with gen- 
tle melodies- Tou can trace the lines of these cattle paths, 
running like threads all along the sides of the moimtains. 
"We went in the same road that we had gone in the morning. 
How difierent it seemed, in tlie soberness of this afternoon 
light, from its aspect under the elcar, crisp, sharp light of 
morning! 

We pass again through the pine woods in the valley, and 
cross the Arve ; then up the mountain side lo where a tiny 
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cascade tlirowa tip its feathery spray in a brilliant jet iTeau. 
Every ijody knows, even in our sober Hew Engljind, ttat 
monnlain brooks are a frisky, ini^screet set, rattling, chatter- 
ing, and capering in defiance of all law and order, tumbling 
over precipices, and picking theiaselves up at the bottom, no 
whit wiser nr more disposed to be tranquil than they were af, 
the top ; in fact, seeming to grow more mad and frolicsome 
with every leap. Well, that is just the way bi-ooks do here in 
the Alps, and the people, taking advantage of it, have built a 
little shanty, where they show up the capers of this child of 
the mountsun, as if he tumbled for their special profit Here, 
of course, in the shanty are the agates, and the carved work, 
and so forth, and so on, aud you must buy something for a 



I sat down on the rocks to fake, not a sketch, — for who can 
sketch a mouDtaan torrent ? — but to note down on paper a kind 
of diagram, from which afterwards I might reconstruct an 
image of this feathery, frisky son of Kiihleboni. 

And while I was doing this, little G. seemed to be possessed 
by the spirit of the brook to caper down into the ravine, with 
a series of leaps far safer for a waterfall than a boy. I was 
thankful when I saw Mm. safely at the bottom. 

After sketching a little while, I rambled off to a point where 
I looked over towards Moat Blanc, and got a most beautiful 
view of the Glacier de Eoisson. Imagine the sky flushed 
with a rosy light, a background of pui'ple mountains, with 
darts of sunlight streaming among them, fouching point and 
ehff with gold. Against this background rises the outline of 
the glader like a mountain of the clearest white crystals, 
tinged with blue ; and against their snowy whiteness in the 
foreground tail forms of pines. I rejoiced in the picture with 
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exceeding joy as long as the guide would let mo; tint in all 
these places you have to cut short your raptures at the proper 
season, or else wtat becomes of your supper ? 

I went back to the cottage. A rosy-cheeked ^rl had held 
our mules, and set a chair for us to get off, and now brings 
them up with " Au plaisir, messieurs," to the bearers of our 
puree. Haifa dozen children had been waiting with tbe rose 
des Alps, which they wanted to sell us " au plaisir," but which 
we did not buy. 

These continual demands on the purse look very alarming, 
only the coin you pay in is of such infinitesimal value that it 
takes about a pocket full to make a cent. Such a currency is 
always a sign of poverty. 

"We had a charming ride down the mountain side, in the 
glow of the twilight. "We passed through a whole flock of 
goala which the children were driving home. One dear httle 
sturdy Savoyard looked so like a certain little Charley at home 
that I felt quite a going forth of soul to him. As we rode on, 
I thought I would willingly live and die in such a place; hut 
I shall see a hundred sucli before we leave the Alps. 
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', July 7. Weatliei' still celestial, as yesterday. 
But lo, these frail faberuacles betray their earthliness. II. 
remarked at breald'ast that all the " tired " of yesterday was 
piled up info lo-day. And S. actually pleaded inabi!ity, and 
determined to remain at the hotel. 

However, the Mer de Glace must be seen ; so, at seven 
William, Georgy, H,, and I, set off. When about half ivay or 
more up the mountaia we crossed the ti-aelc of the avalanches, 
a strip or trml, which looks from beneath like a mower's 
Bwalh through a field of tall grass. It is a clean path, about 
fifty rods wide, without trees, with few rocks, smooth and 
Eteep, and with a bottom of ice covered with gravel. 

" Hurrah, William," said I, " let's have an avalanche ! " 

"Agreed," said ho; "there's a big rode." 

" Monsieur le Guide, Monsieur le Guide ! " I shouted, 
"stop a moment. H., stop; we want you to see our itva- 
lanche." 

"No," cried II., "I will not. Here you ask me to stop, 
right on the edge of this precipice, to see you roll down a 
stone ! " 

So, on she ambled. Meanwhile William and I were already 
on foot, and our mules were led on by the guide's daughter, 
a pretty little lass of ten or twelve, who accompanied us in the 
capacity of mule driver. 

We found several stones of inferior size, and sent tliem 
20* 
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IT, -we found one that weighed 

1 to lie so that, hy loosening 

rith our alpenstoclis, we were 

luctanlly, as if conscious of 

ake, the huge mass tremhled, 

elid, poised, and, with a crunch and a groau, went over. At 

the first piimge it acquired a heavy revolving motion, and was 

soon whirling and dashing down, bounding into the air with 

prodigious leaps, and cutting a white and flashing path into 

the icy way. Then first I begEm to realize the awful height 

at which we stood above the plain. Tracts, wliich looked as 

though we could almost stop across them, were reached by 

tliis terrible stone, moving witli frightful velocity; and bound 

after hound, plunge after plunge it made, and we held our 

hi-eath to see each tract lengthen out, as if seconds grew into 

minutes, inches into rods ; and still the mass moved on, and 

the microscopic way lengthened out, till at last a curve hid its 

further progi-ess from our view. 

"What other cliffs we might have toppled over the muse 
refuses to tell ; for our faithful guide returned to say that it 
was not quite safe ; that there were always shepherds smd 
flocks in the valley, and that they might be injured. So we 
remounted, and soon overtook H. at a fountain, slietching a 
pine tree of special physiognomy. 

"Ah," amd I, "H.jhow foolish you were! Yon don't know 
what a sight you have lost." 

" Yea," said she, " all C. thinks mountains aj'e made for is 
to roll atones down." 

" And all H. thinks trees made for," said I, " is to have 
ugly pictures made of them." 

"Ay," she rephed, "you wanted me lo stand on the very 
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verge of the predpice, and see two foolish boys roll down 
stones, and perhapa make an aTalanche of themselves I Now, 
you know, C, I could not spare you; first, because I have 
not learned French enough yot; and next, because I don't 
know how to make change." 

"Add to tiiat," said T, "the damages to the hergers and 
flocks." 

"Yes," she added; "no doubt when we get back to the 
inn we shall have a bill sent in, ' II. E, S. to A, B., Dr., to 
one shepherd and sis cows, fr.' " 

And so we chatted along until we readied the auherge, and, 
after resting a few moments, descended into the frozen sea. 

Here a scene opened upon us never to be forgotten. Prom 
the distant gorge of the everlasting Alpine ranges Issued forth 
an ocean tide, in wild and dashing commotion, just as we have 
seen the waves upon the broad Atlantic, but all motionless 
as chaos when smitten by the mace of Death ; and yet, 
not motionless ! This denser medium, tt.is motionless mass, 
is never at rest This flood moves as it seems to move ; these 
waves are actually uplifting out of the abyss as they seem 
to lift ; the only difference is in the time of motion, the rate 
of change. 

These prodigious blocks of granite, thirty or forty feet 
long and twenty feet thick, which float on this grim sea of 
ice, do float, and are drifting, drifting down to the valley 
below, where, in a few days, they must amve, 

"We walked these valleys, ascended these lulls, leaped across 
chasms, threw stones down the crevasses, plunged our alpen- 
stocks into the deep baths of green water, and philosophized 
and poetized till we were tired. Then we returned to the 
aubergs, and rode down the zigzag to our hotel. 
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LETTEK XXXIV. 

My Dear: — 

The Mer ile Glace is exactly opposite to La Fli5gei-e, 
where we were yesterday, and is reached hy the ascent of 
what is called Montan-vert, or Green Mountain. The path 
is much worse than the other, and in some places makes 
one's nerves twinge, especially that fi-om wliich C- projected 
his avalanche. Just tiiink of his wanting to stop me on the 
edge of a little shelf over that fi-ightful chasm, and lake away 
tlie guide from the head of my mule to help him get np 
avalanches ! 

I warn you, if ever you visit the Alps, that a travelling 
companion who has not the slightest idea what fear is will 
give you many a commotion. For instMice, this Mer de 
Glace is traversed every where by crevasses in the ice, which 
go to — nobody knows where, down into the under world — 
great, gaping, blue^een mouths of Hades ; and C. must 
needs jump across them, and chmb down into tbem, to the 
mingled delight and apprehension of the guide, who, aftei- 
conscientiously shouting out a reproof, would say to mc, in a 
lower tone, " All, he's the man to climb Mont Blanc ; he would 
do well for that I " 

The faet is, nothing would suit our guides betler, this cleai-, 
brigit weatlier, than to make up a party for the top of Mont 
Blanc. They look longingly and lovingly up to its clear, 
white iields ; tlioy sliow us the stages and rcstuig-places, and 
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seem really to fliinV tliat it is a waste of this beautiful weather 
not to be putting it to that most sublime purpose. 

"Why, then, do not we go up F you say. As to us ladies, 
it is a thing that has been done by only two women since the 
world stood, and those very different in their physique from 
any we are likply to raise in America, unless we mend our 
manners very much. These two were a peasant woman of 
Chamouni, called Marie de Mont Blanc, and Mademoiselle 
Henriette d'Angeville, a lady whose acquiuntanee I made in 
Greneva. Then, as to the gentlemen, it is a serious con- 
sideration, in the first place, that the affair costs about one 
hundred and fifty dollars apiece, tates two days of time, 
uses up a week's strength, all to get an experience of some 
very disagreeahle sensations, which could not afflict a man 
in any other case. It is no wonder, theu, that gentlemen 
look up to the mountdn, lay their hands on Ihcir pockets, and 
say, No. 

Our guide, by the way, is the son, sr grandson, of the very 
first man that ascended Mont Blanc, and of course feels a sort 
of hereditary property and pride in it. 

C. spoke about throwing our poles down the pools of water 
in the ice. 

There is something rather curious about these pools. Our 
guide saw us measuring the depth of one of them, which was 
full of greenish-blue water, colored only by the refraction of 
the light. He took our long alpenstock, and poising it, sent 
it down into the water, as a man might throw a javelin. It 
disappeared, but in a few seconds leaped up at us out of the 
water, as if thrown back again by an invisible hand. 

A poet would say tliat a water spirit hurled it back ; per- 
haps some old under-ground gnome, just going to dinner, had 
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his windows sma li 1 1 y it ^Ill sent it tnek with a becomiag 
spirit, as a gnome should. 

It was a sultry laj anl 11 s n \n9 cscicisin" his power 
over the whole ice fieM I &at down 1 j a gieat iee block, 
about fifty feet lo g to ii ten g^te it and see wl at I could 
make of it, by a coo! conlilential pioximity "md esaicination. 
The ice was porous "md aponny as I have seen it on the 
shores of the Connect t,ut wl en 1 pginning to tl a ? out under 
thf influence of i spiin^ s n I could see the httle di'ops of 
water percolating m i thousand t ny sfreims thio igh it, and 
dropping down on evciy side. Putting my eai to it, I could 
heai a fine musical trill and tridde, and that still small click 
and stir, as of melting ice, which showed that it was surely 
and gradually giving way, aad fiowing back again. 

Drop by drop the cold ieebei^ was changing into a stream, 
to fiow down the sides of the valley, no longer an image of 
coldness and death, but bearing ferlility and beauty on its tide. 
And as 1 looked abroad over ail the rifted field of ice, I could 
see tliat the same change was gradually going on throughout. 
In every blue ravine you can hear the clink of dropping 
water, and th(«e gi'eat defiant blocks of ice, which seem frozen 
with uplifted warlike hands, are all softening in that beneficent 
light, and destined to pass away in that benignant change. So 
let us hope that those institutions of pride and cruelty, wLicli 
are colder than the glader, and equally vast and hopeless in 
(heir apparent magnitude, may yet, like that, be slowly and 
surely passing away. Like the silent warfare of the sun on 
the glacier, is that overshadowing presence of Jesus, whose 
power, so still, yet so resistless, is now being felt through all 
the moving earth. 

Those defiant waves of deat)i-coH ice might as well hops 
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to conquer fie calm, silent sua, as the old, frozen institutions 
of human selfishness to resist the influence which lie is now 
breatliing tlirough tlie human heai't, to Uberate the captive, 
to free the slave, and to turn the ice of long winters into rivera 
of hfe for the new heaven and the new earth. 

All this we know is coming, but we long to see it now, and 
breathe forth our desires wifh the Hebrew prophet, " that 
thou wouldst rend the heavens, that thou wouldst come down, 
that the mountains might flow do^vn at thy presence." 

I had, while upon this field of ice, that strange feeling which 
often comes over one, at the eight of a thing unusually beau- 
tiful and subhme, of wanting, in some way, to appropriate and 
make it a part of myself, I looked up tlie gorge, and saw this 
frozen river, lying cradled, as it were, in the arms of needle- 
peaked ^ants of amethystine rock, their ttips laced with flying 
silvery douds. The whole air seemed to be surcharged with 
tinte, ranging between the palest rose and the deepest violet — 
tints never without blue, and never without red, but varying in 
the degrees of the two. It is this prismatic hue diffused over 
every object which gives one of the most noticeable charac- 
teristics of the Alpine landscape. 

This sea of ice lies on an inclined plane, and all the blocks 
liave a general downward curve. 

I (old you yesterday that the lower part of the glader, as seen 
from La Flegere, appeared covered with dirt. I saw to-day 
tlie reason for this. Although it was a sultry day in July, yet 
around the glacier a continual high wind was blowing, whirl- 
ing the dust and dShris of the sides upon it. Some of the 
great masses of ice were so completely coated with sand as to 
appear at a distance like granite rocks. The effect of some 
of these immense brown masses was very peculiar. Tliey 
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seemed like an army of giants, bending forward, driven, aH 'by 
an invisible power, down into the valley. 

It reminds one of such expressions as these in Job : — 

"Have the gates of death been open to thee, or hast thou 
seen the doors of the shadow of death ? " One should read 
that sublime poem in such scenes as these. 1 remained on the 
jee as long as I could persuade the guides and party to remain. 

Then we went back to the house, where, of course, we 
looked at some wood work, agates, and all the et cetera. 

Then we turned our steps downward. We went along 
the side of the glacier, and I desired to climb over as near 
aa possible, in order to see the source of the Arveiron which 
is formed by the melting of this glacier. Its cfidle !■! a 
ribbed and rocky cavern of blue ice, and like a creature bom 
full of vigor and immoi-tality, it begins life with an impetuous 
leap. The cold arms of the glaciers cannot retain it it must 
go to the warm, flowery, velvet meadows below. 

The guide was quite anxious about me ; he seemed to eou- 
fiider a lady as something that must necessarily break in two, 
or come apart, like a German doll, if not managed with ex- 
tremest care ; and therefore to see one bounding through 
bnshes, leaping, and springing, and climbing over rodis at such 
a rate, appeared to Ji'ti the height of desperation. 

The good, faithful soul wanted to keep me witiiin orthodox 
limits, and felt consdenfiously bound to follow me wherever 
I went, and to offer me his hand at eveiy turn. I consid- 
ered, on the whole, that I ought not to blame him, since 
guides hold themselves responsible for life and limb ; and any 
accident to those under their charge is fetal to their profes- 
sional honor. 

Going down, I held some convcj-sation with him on matlcra 
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aad things in general, and life in Chamoimi in particular. He 
inquired with great interest about America ; which, through- 
out Europe, I fijui the working classes regard as a liind of 
star in the west, portending something of good to them- 
selves, lie had a son, he said, settled in America, near St. 
Louis. 

"And don't you want to go to America?" said I, after 
hearing Iiim praise the good land. 

" Ah, no," he said, with a smile. 

"Why not?" ss^d I; "it is a muuli easier coimliy to 
live in." 

He gave a look at the circle of mountains around, and said, 
" I love Chamouni." The good soul ! I was much of his 
opinion. If I had been bom witliin sight of glorious Mont 
Blanc, with its apocalyptic clouds, and store of visions, not all 
the fat pork and flat prairies of Indiana and Ohio could tempt 
me. No wonder the Swiss die for their native valleys ! I 
would if I were they. I asked him about education. He 
said his children went to a school kept by Catholic sisters, 
who taught reading, writing, and Latm. The dialect of Cha- 
mouni is a patois, composed of French and Latin. He said 
that provision was very scarce in the winter. I asked how 
they made their living when there were no ti-avellers to be 
guided up Mont Blanc. He had a trade at which he wrought 
in wiater months, and his wife did tailoring. 

I must not forget to say that the day before there had been 
some confidential passages between «s, which began by his 
expressing, interrogatively, the opinion (hat " mademoiselle 
was a young lady, he supposed." When mademoiselle had 
assured him, on the contrary, that she was a venerable ma- 
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troll, mother of a thriving family, then followed a little com- 
parison of notes as to numhera. Madame he ascertained to 
have six, and he had four, if my memory serves me, as it 
generally does not in matters of figures. So you see it is not 
merely among us New Englanders that the unsophisticated 
spirit of curiosity esists as to ooe's neighbors. Indeed, I 
take it to be a wholesome development of human nature in 
general. For my part, I could not think highly of any body 
who could be brought long into connection with another hu- 
man being and feel no interest to inquire into his histoiy 
and surroundings. 

As we stopped, going down tlie descent, to rest the mules, 
I looked wp above my head into the crags, and saw a flock of 
goats browsing. One goat, in particular, I remember, had 
gained the top of a kind of table rock, which stood apart 
from tlie rest, and which was cai-peted with lichens and green 
moss. There he stood, looking as unconscious and contem- 
plative as possible, the wicked fellow, with hb long beard ! 
He knew he looked picturesque, and that is what he stood 
there for. But, as they say in New England, he did it "as 
nat'ral as a picticr!" 

By the by, the ^rls with strawberries, milk, and knitting 
work were on hand on the way down, and met us just whore 
a cool spring gushed out at the roots of a pine tree ; and of 
coarse I bought some more milk and strawberries. 

How dreadfully hot it was when we got down to the bot- 
tom ! for there we had the long, shadeless ride home, with the 
burning lenses of tlie glaciers concentrated upon our defence- 
less heads. I was past admii-Ing any thiog, and glad euougli 
for the shelter of a i-oof, and a place to lie down. 

After dinner, although the Clacier de Boispon had been 
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spoken of as the appointed, work for the afternoon, yet \ 
discovoi'ecl, as the psalm book says, that 



What la Glaciei de Boii-'on, or ghcif.r iny thing flse, to t 
person used wp enbiely, with no sense or capibility left foi 
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any thing but a genen! Tchnig' No , the Glacier de I 
was given up, and I am sony for it now, I cause it is the 
comm nceracut of tho inad up Mout Blanc, and, though I 
coull not go t ) tlic i p th leol I should like to hi\e goiip is 
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far as I couM, In fact, I Should have been glad to sleep one 
night at the Grands Mulcts : however, that was impossible. 

To look at the apparently smooth surface of the mountwn 
side, one would never think that the ascent could be a work 
of such difficulty and danger. Yet, look at the picture of 
crossing a crevasse, and compare the size of the figures with 
the dimensions of the blocks of ice. Madame d'AngeviUe 
told me that she was drawn across a crevasse like this, by 
ropes tied under her arms, by the guides. The depth of some 
of the crevasses may be conjectured from tlie fact stated by 
Agassia, that the thickest parts of the glaciers are over one 
thousand feet in depth. 
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JOURNAL — (Continued.) 

FitJDAY, July 8. — Chamouni to Martigny, by Tete Koir. 
Mules en avatU We set offia a c/deche. After a two hours' 
nde we came (o " those mtiks ' On, to the pass of Tete Nou, 
by paths the mott awful As my mule trod wifhm six inches 
of the veige I louLcd down into an abyas, so deep (hit tallest 
pines looked like twigs , yet, on the opposite side of the pass, 
I looked np the steep preapice to an equal height, wheie 
giant trees seemed white flutteiiug funge. A dizzy aght. 
"We swept round an ingle, enteied i daik tunnel blasted out 
through the solid rock, emeiged, and s^w befoie us, on our 
right, the far-famed Ttle Noii, a black ledge, on whose face, 
so high IS the opposite diff, the sun nevei sbmes A few 
stepa brought us to i hr tfl TVilhain and 1 1 jlkd down sume 
ayaltnches, by way of getting an j,ppetitc, wlule dianei was 
piepaiing 

Attei dinner we commenced descending 
towards Mirtigny, ilteinatelj iiding ■md 
■walking. Here, wlule I was on fxit, my 
male took it into his head to run away 
was never moie siirpnsod m my life than ; 
to see that staid, solemn, meditative, melan- ^ 
choly beast suddenly perk up both his long 
eara, thus, and hop about over the steep 
paths like a goat> Not more siapnaed 
ehoidd I he to see pome venerable D. D. of Princeton leading 
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off a dance in tte Jardin Mabille. "We chased liim here, and 
chased him ttere. We headed him, and he headed ua. "Wo said, 
"NowlhaveyoUj" andhesaid, "No, yon don't I" iiatil the affair 
began to grow comically serious. " II so moque de vous ! " said 
the guide. But, at that momeBt, I sprang and caught him by 
ihe bridle, when, presto ! down went his ears, shut went the eyes, 
and over Ihe enfu'e gay brute spread a' vis- 
ible Teil of stolidity. And down lio plod- 
ded, slunging, shamhhng, pivottiug round 
I zigzag comers, as before, in a style which 
any one that ever navigated such a ci-afl. 
down hill knows without further telling. 
AftT that, I was sure that the old fellow 
kept up a " terrible thinking," in spite of his stupid looks, and 
knew a vast deal more than he chose io telL 

At length we opened oq the Ehone valley ; and at seven we 
reached Hotel de la Tour, at Martigny. Here H. and S. 
managed to get up two flights of stone stairs, and sank 
speechless and motionless upon their beds. I must say they 
have exhibited spirit to-day, or, as Mr. C. used to say, 
"pluck." After settling with our guides, — fine fellows, 
whom we hated to lose, — I ordered supper, and sought new 
guides for our route to the convent. Our only difficulty in 
reaching there, they say, is the sno^B. The guides were un- 
certain whether mules could get through so early in the sea- 
son. Only to think ! To-day, riding broilingly through hay- 
flelds — to-morrow, stuck in snow drifts ! 
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LliTTER XXXV. 

Deak Henbt : — 

You cannot think haw beautiful are these Alpine valleys. 
Our course, all the first morning after we left Chamouni, lay 
heside a broad, hearty, joyous mountain torrent, called, per- 
haps from the darkness of its waters, Eau Noire. Charming 
meadows skirted its banks. All the way along I could think 
of nothing hut Bunyan's meadows beside the river of life, 
" curiously adorned with hiies." T/tese were curiously 
adorned, broidered, and inwrought with flowers, many and 
fcrilliant as those in a western prairie. "Were I to undertake 
to describe them, I might make an inventory as long as Ho- 
mer's list of the ships. There was the Canterbury bell of 
our garden ; the white meadow sweet ; the blue and white 
campanula ; the tall, sleader harebell, and a little, shorts 
tufted variety of the eame, which our guide tells me is caUed 
" Les Clocheties," or the " little bells " — fairies might ring 
them, I thought. Then there are whole beds of tbi- littlj 
blue foi^et-me-not, and a white flower which much resembles 
it in form. I also noticed, hanging in the clefts of the rocks 
around Tete Noir, the long golden tresses of the laburnum. 
It has seemed to me, when I have been travelling here, as if 
every flower I ever saw in a garden met me some where in 
rocks or meadows. 

There is a sti-ange, unsatislying pleasure about Ilowers, 
which, like all earthly pleasure, is akin to pain. What can 
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joi! do with them? — you want to do something, but what? 
Take them all up, and caiTy them wifh you ? You cannot do 
that. Get dowa and look at them? What, keep a whole 
caT.^vaTl waiting for j-our observations I That will never do. 
Well, then, pick and caiTy them along with you. Tliat 13 
what, in despair of any better resource, I did. My good old 
guide was infinite in palieiiee, stopping at every new excla- 
mation point of mine, plunging down rocks into the meadow 
land, climbing to the poinfa of great rocks, and returning with 
his hands filled with flowers. It seemed almost sacrilegious 
to tear away such fanciful creations, that looked as if they 
were votive offerings on an altar, or, more likely, living exist- 
ences, whose only conscious life was a continued exhalation 
of joy and praise. 

These flowers seemed fo me to he earih't rapfures and aspi- 
rations — her beller moments — her lucid intervals. Like 
eveiy thing else in our existence, they are mysterious. 

In what mood of mind were they conceived by the great 
Artist? Of what feelings of his ai-e they the expression — 
springing up out of the dust, in these gigantic, waste, and 
desolate regions, where one would think the sense of his al- 
mightiness might overpower the soul ? Bora in the track of 
the glacier and the avalanche, they seem to say to us that this 
Almighty Being is very pitiful, and of tender compassion ; 
that, in lus infinite soul, there is an exquisite gentleness and 
love of the beautiful, and that, if wo would be blessed, ids will 
to bless is infinite. 

The greatest men have always thought much of flowers. 
Luther always kept a flower in a glass, on his writing table ; 
and when he was waging his great publio controversy wifli 
Kckius, he kept a flower in his hand. Lord Bacon has a 
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beautiful passage about flowers. As to S 
perfect Alpine valley — lie is full of flowers j tlaey spring, ajid 
blossom, and wave in every cleft of his mind. Witness the 
Midsummer Nigbt's Dream. Even Milton, cold, serene, and 
Stately as he is, ibrealia fortli into exquisite gushes of tender- 
ness and fancy when he marshals the flowers, as in Lyddas 
and Comus. 

But all this while the sun has h^em withering the flowers 
the guide brought me ; how they look I blue and white Can- 
terbury bells, harebells, clochettes, all bedraggled and wilted, 
like a young lady who haa been up all night at a ball. 

" No, no," say I to the guide ; " don't pick me any moi-e. 
I don't want them. The feet ia, if they are pretty I cannot 
help it, I must even take it out in looking as I go by." 

One thing is evident ; He who made the worid ia no utilita- 
rian, no despiser of the fine aria, and no condemnor of ornsr 
ment ; and those religionists, who seek to restrain eveiy thing 
within the hmits of cold, bare utility, do not imitate our lea- 
ther in heaven. 

Cannot a bonnet cover your head, without the ribbon and 
the flowers, say they? Yes ; and could not a peach tree beai' 
peaches without a blossom. ? "What a waste is all this colored 
corolla of flowers, as if the seed eould not mature without 
them ! God could have created the fruit in good, strong, 
homely bushel baskets, if he liad been so disposed. 

" Turn ofl' my eyes fiwm beholding vanity," says a good 
man, when he sees a display of graceful ornament. What, 
then, must he think of the Almighty Being, ail whose useful 
work is so overlaid with ornament ? There is not a fi/a leg, 
nor an insect's wing, which is not polished and decorated to an 
extent that we should think positive extravagance in finishing 
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up a cliild's dreas. And can we siippo'se lliat this Being can 
taJte delight in dwellings and modes of life or fonns of wor- 
ship where every thing is rednced to cold, naked uiility? I 
think not. The instinct to adorn and beaxitify is tivm him; 
it likens us to liim, and if i-ightlj understood, instead of being 
a siren to beguile onr bearfs away, it will be the closest affili- 
ating band. 

If this power of pi-oducing the beautiful has been always so 
fascinating that the human race for its sake have bowed down 
at the feet even of men deficient in moral worth, if we cannot 
forbear loving the painter, poet, and sculptor, how much more 
shall we love God, who, with all goodness, has also all beauty ! 

But all this while we have been riding on tUl we have 
passed the meadows, and the fields, and are coming into the 
dark and awM pass of the TSte Noir, whidi C. has described 
to you. 

One thing I noticed which he did not. Wlien we were 
winding along the narrow pati, bearing no more proportion to 
tlie dizzy heights above and below than the smallest insect 
creeping on the wall, I looked across tbe chasm, and saw a 
row of shepherds' cottages perched midway on a narrow shelf, 
that seemed in the distance not aa inch wide. By a very 
natural impulse, I exclaimed, " What does become of the little 
children there ? I should think they would all fall over tho 
precipice ! " 

My guide looked up benevolently at me, as if he felt it his 
duty to quiet my fears, and said in a soothhig tone, " 0, no, 
no, no ! " 

Of course, I might have known tiat JitiJe children have their 
angels there, as well as every where else. " Wlien they havo 
funerals there," said ho. "they are obliged to carry the dead 
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along fiat roa^" pointing to a road that resembled a tlireail 
drawn on. tlie rocky wall. 

"What a strange idea — sudi a life and death ! It seemed 
to me, that I coald see a funeral triiia creeping along ; the 
monks, with their hlaek cloaks, carrying tapers, and singing 
psalms ; the whole procession together not laj^er in propoi-tion 
than a swarm of black gnats ; and yet, perhaps, hearts there 
wrung with an infinite soitow. In that hiack, moving point, 
may he a soul, wlioae conyuHons and agoniei cannot he 
measured or counted by any thing human, so impossible ia 
it to measure souls by space. 

What can they think of, these creature';, who are horn in this 
strange place, half way between heaven and earth, to whom 
the sound of avalanclies ia a cradle hymn, and who can never 
see the sun above the top of the cliff on eitker side, till he 
really gets into the zenith? 

"What they can be thinking of I cannot tell. Life, I sup- 
pose, ia made up of tke same prosaic matei-ial there tliat it is 
every where. The mother thinks how she shall make her 
goafs milk and black hread hold out. The grandmother knits 
stockings, and runs out to see if Jaques or Pierre have not 
tumbled over tlie precipice. Jaques and Pierre, in return, 
tangle grandmother's yarn, upset mother's milk bucket^ pull 
the goat's beard, tear tlieir clothes to pieces on the buslies and 
rooks, and, in short, commit incredible ahominations daily, just 
as children do every where. 

In the night how curiously this little nest of hou?i;s must 
look, lighted up, winking and blinking at the solitary tiiivcUer, 
like some mysterious eyes looking out of a gi'cut eternity ! 
There tliey all are fast asleep, Pierre, and Jaqiifs, and grand- 
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mother, and tlie goats. In the night tliey hew a tremendouB 
noise, as if all nature was going to pieces ; they half wake, 
open one eye, say, "Nothing but an avalanche!" and go to 
sleep again. 

This road, tlu-ough the pass of the T^to Noir, used to be 
dangerous ; a very narrow bridle-path, undefended by any 
screen whatever. To have passed it in those old days would 
have had too much of the sublime to be quite agreeable to me. 
The road, as it is, b wide enough, 1 should think, for three 
mules to go abreast^ and a tumie! has been blasted through 
what seemed the most difficult and dangerous point, aad a 
little beyond this tunnel is tlie Hotel de la Couronne. 

If any body wanted to stop in the wildest and lonesomest 
place he could find in the Alps, so as to be saturated with a 
sense of savageness and desolation, I would recommend this 
hotel. The chambers are reasonably comfortable, and the 
beds of a good quality — a point which S. and I tested experi- 
mentally soon after our arrival. I tliought I should like to 
stay there a week, to be left fliere alone with Nature, and see 
what she would have to say to me. 

But two or three hours' ride in tlie hot sun, on a mule's 
back, indisposes one to make much of the grandest scenes, in- 
somuch that we were glad to go to sleep ; and on awaking we 
were glad to get some dinner, such as it was. 

Well, after our dinner, which consisted of a dish of fried 
potatoes and some fossihferous bread, such as prevails here 
at the small hotels in Switzerland, we proceeded onward. 
After an mtolerably hot ride for half an hour we began to 
ascend a mountain caOed the Forclaz. 

There is something magnifxpent abput going up those raoun- 
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taim, appalling as it seems to one's nerves, at pai'ticular turns 
and angles of the road, where the mule stops you on tlie very 
" brink of forever," as one of the ladies said. 

Well, at last we reached the top, and began to descend; and 
tliere, at our feet, as if we were looking down at it out of a 
cloud, lay the whole beautiful valley of the Ehone. I did not 
know then fliat this was one of the things put down in the 
guide hook, that we were expeeted to admire, as I found after- 
wards it was J but nothing that I saw any wliere through the 
Alps impressed me as this did. It seemed to me more like 
tlie vision of " tlie land that .is very far ofi"^ than any thing 
earthly. I can see it now just as distinetly as I saw it then ; 
one of these flat, Swiss vallejs, green as a velvet carpet, stud- 
ded with buildings and villages that looked like dots in the 
distance, and embraced on all sides by these magnificent 
mountains, of which those nearest in the prospect were dis- 
tinctly made out, with their rocks, pine trees, and foliage. 
The next in the receding distance were fainter, and of a pur- 
plish green; the next of a vivid purple ! the next, lilac; while 
far in the fading view the crystal summits and glaciers of the 
Oberland Alps rose like an exhalation. 

The afternoon sun was throwing its level beams in between 
these many-colored ranges, tmd on one of them the ruins of 
an old Roman tower stood picturesquely prominent The 
Simplon road coiild be seen, dividing the valley lite an 

I had gone on quite ahead of my company, and as my mule 
soberly paced downward in the almost perpendicular road, I 
seemed to be poised so high above the enchanting scene that 
I had somewhat the same sensation as if I were flying. I 
don't wonder that larks seem to get into such a rapture when 
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they are high up in the sur. What a dreamlike beauty there 
is in distance, disajjpearing ever as we approacli ! 

As I came down towards Martigny into the pasture land of 
the great mountain, it seemed to me tliat the scenery might 
pass for that of the Delectable Mountains — such beautiful, 
green, shadowy hollows, amid great clumps of chestnut and 
apple trees, where people were making their hay, which 
smelled so delightfully, while cozy little Swiss cottages stood 
in every nook. 

All were oxit in the fields, men, ■women, and children, and 
in one hayfield I saw the baby's cradle — baby, of course, 
concealed from view under a small avalanche of a featber 
bed, as the general fashion in these parts seems to be. The 
women wore broad, flat Lats, and all appeared to be working 
rather lazily, as it was coming on evening. 

This place might have done for Arcadia, or Utopia, or any 
other of those places people think of when they want to get 
rid of what is, and get info the region of what might be. 

I was very far before my party, and now got off my mule, 
and sat down on a log to wait till they came up. Then the 
drama enacted by C.'s mule took place, which he has de- 
smbed to you. I merely saw a distant commotion, but did not 
enter into the merits of the case. 

As they were somewhat slow coming down, I climbed over 
a log into a hayfield, and plucked a long, delicate, white-blos- 
somed vine, with wluch I garlanded the top of my flat hat. 

One is often reminded of a text of Scriptare in these val- 
leys ■—- " He seudelh springs into the valleys, which run among 
the hills." 

Every where are these little, lively, murmuring brooks fail- 
ing down the rocks, prattling througli the hayiicldg, sociably 
gossiping with each other as fiiey go. 
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Here comes the party, and now we are going down into 
Mai-tigtiy. How tti-ed we wei-e ! We had to ride quite tlii-ougli 
the town, then throngh a long, long row of trees, to come to 
the Hotel de hi Tour. How dehghfful it seemed, with its 
stone enti'ies and staircases, its bedrooms as inviting as dean- 
line^ could make them ! The eating saloon opened on to a 
beaatiful garden filled with roses in full bloom. There were 
little tables set about under the trees for people to take their 
strawbemes and cream, or tea, in the open air if tliey pre- 
ferred il, a very common anil pluasant custom of cootinental 
hotels. 

A trim, tidy young woman in a white cap, with a bunch 
of keys at her girdle, ushered us up two flighis of atone stairs, 
inlo a very clean, nice apartment, with white muslin window 
curtains. Now, there is no feature of a room that speaks 
to the heart like white musJin window curtains ; they always 
shed light on the whole scene. 

After resting a while we were called down to a supper of 
ati-awberries and cream, and nice little rolls with honey. This 
honey you find at eveiy hotel in Switzerland, as one of the 
inevitables of the breakfast or tea table. 

Here we- were to part from our Chamouni guides, and en- 
gage new ones to take us to St. Beniai-d. I had become so 
fond of mine that it really went quite to my heart ; we had 
an affecting leave-taking in the dark stone entry, at the foot 
of tlie staircase. In the eai'uestness of my emotion I gave 
him all the change I had in my pocket, to buy souvenirs for 
his little folks at home, for you know I told you we had com- 
pared notes on sundry domestic points. I really flattered my- 
self that I was doing sometliing quite liberal ; but this deceit- 
ful Swiss coin ! I found, when I came to tell 0. about it, that 
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the whole stock only amounted to about twenty cents : like a 
great many things in this world, it looked more than it was. 
The good man, however, seemed as grateful as if I had done 
something, wished alt sorts of happiness to me and my chil- 
dren, and so we parted. Peace go with him in Ms Chaniou- 
lii cottage. 
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JOURNAL— (COKimuED.) 

Saturday, July 9. Eose in a Uiize of gloiy, Eodo iivn 
mortal hours in a char-a-hane, sweltering under a burniag sun. 
But in lesa than ten minutes after we mounted the mule^ and 
struck into the gorge, the ladies muffled themsehe? m thick 
shawls. "We seemed to have pissed, ilmo'it m. a moment, 
from the tropics into the frigid zone A fui cloak wao sug- 
gested to me, hut as it happened I was idi-quat^ly c^lolllied 
without. Chancing to be the last m the file, mj mule suddun- 
!y stopped to eat. 

" Allez, alUz!" said I, twitching the bridle. 

"I won't" said he, as pimnly as ears and legs could spealc 

"Alhz!" thundered I, jumpiog off and bestowing a kick 
upon his ribs which made me suffer if it did not him. 

" I won't" said he, stuffily. 

""Won't you?" said I, pursuing the same line of inductive 
ailment, with rhetorical floui'ishes of the bridle. 

" Never ! " he replied again, most midishly. 

"Then if words and kicks won't do," said I, "let us see 
what virtue there is in stones;" and suiting the action to the 
word, I showered him with fragments of granite, as from a 
catapult. At every concussion he jumped and Isicked, but 
kept his nose in the same relative positioD. I redoubled the 
logical admonition ; he jumped the more perceptibly ; finally, 
after an unusually affecting appeal from a piece of granite, hn 
fairly budged, and I seized the bridle to mount. 
S2'^ 
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" Kot at all," said lie, wteeling round to hia fii'st position, 
like a ti-ue proslavery demagogue. 

" Ay said I i and went over tlie same line of argument in 
a more solid ind convincing manner At length the =aluf iry 
impression seemed permanently fastene 1 on hia m. ad hp 
fairly ^ve m ind I rode on in tiiumph to o^eitde tin, 
party — having no nei,d of a fui coat 

Horeb, Smii, and Hor ' Whit 1 mlderness ' what 1 sud- 
den change' Nothing but sa^Tge awful precipices of n'^ked 
gramte, snowy fields, and verdurelcss w* tea ' In every othei 
place m thp Alps, we hive looked upon the snow m the le 
mote distance, to be dazzled with its sheeny effulgence — our- 
selves, meanwliile, in the region of verdure and warmth. 
Here we march through a horrid desert — not a leaf, not a 
blade of grass — over the deep drifts of snow; and we find 
our admiration turns to horror. And this is the road that 
Hannibal trod, and Charlemagne, and Napoleon ! They were 
fit conquerore of Eome, who could vanquish the sterner des- 
potism of eternal winter. 

AfVer an hour's perilous climbing, we reached, at last, the 
hospice, and in five minutes were sitting at the supper table, 
by a good blazing fire, with a lively company, chatting with a 
gentlemanly abb^, discussing figs and fun, cracking filberts and 
jokes, and regaling oui-selves genially. But ever and anon 
drawing, with a half shiver, a little closer to the roaring fagots 
in the chimney, I thought to myself, " Aiid this is our mid- 
summer nights' dream " ! 
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LETTER XXXVI. 



Dear ; — 

During breakfast, we were discussing whetJiei; we could get 
thi-ougli the snow to Mont St. Eemani. Some thought wo 
coiiid, and some thought not. So it goes here : we are gasp- 
ing and sweltering one hour, and plunging through snow 
banka the nezt. 

After breakfast, we entered the char-A-hane, a crab-hke, 
eideway carriage, and were soon, on out way. Our path waa 
cut from the breast of the moimtain, in a stithng gorge, where 
walls of rock on both sides served as double iefle:'toi3 to con 
centrafe the heat of the sun on our haplcis heidt. To be 
sure, there was a fine foaming stream at the bottom of the 
pass, and uvcr so much fine scenery, if we could hive &cen it , 
but our chars opened but one way, and that against the per- 
pendicular rock, close enough., almost, to blister our faces ; and 
tlio sun beat in so on our backs that we were obliged to have 
the curtain down. Thus we were as uncognizant of the 
scenery we passed through as if we had been nailed up in a 
box, Nothing but the consideration that we were travelling 
for pleasure could for a moment have reconciled us to such 
inconveniences. As it was, 1 occasionally called out to C, ia 
the back carriage, to be sure and take good care of the fur 
coat ; which always brought shouts of laughter from the whole 
party. The idea of a fur coat seemed so supremely ridiculous 
to us, there was no making us believe wo ever should or 
could want it. 
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That was the most impleasant day's ride I liad in the Alps. 
We stopped to take dinner in the little wretched village of 
Liddes. Tou have no idea what a disagveeahle, unsavory 
concern one of these villages is. Houses, none of which look 
much better than the log hams in our "Western States, set close 
together on either side of a street paved with round stones ; 
coarse, sunburnt women, with their necks enlai'ged by the 
goitre; and dirty children, wifli tangled hair, and the same 
disgusting disease, — tliese were the principal features of the 

This goitre prevails so extensively in this region, that you 
seldom see a person with the neck in a healthy condition. 
The worst of the matter is, tiiat in many cases of children it 
induces idiocy. Cases of this kind were so frequent, that, 
after a while, whenever I met a child, I began to search in ite 
face for indications of the approach of this disease. 

They are called cretins. In many cases the whole head 
appears swelled and deformed As usual, every one you look 
at puts oiit the hand to heg The tavern where we stopped 
to dine seemed moie Idte a great barn, or cavern, than any 
thing else. "We go giopmg along perfectly dark stone pas- 
sages, stumbling up a 'itone staircase, and gaining light only 
when the door of a kind of reception room opens upon us — a 
long, rough-looking room, without any carpet, famished ivith 
a table, and some chairs, and a rude sofa. We were shown 
to a bed room, carpetless, but tolerably clean, with a very 
high feather bed in each corner, under a canopy of white 
cui-tdns. 

After dinner we went on towards St. Piei-re, a miserable 
hamlet, where the mules were taken out of the chars, and we 
prepared to mount them. 
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It was between tliiee "wid four o'clock. Oui' path lay np a 
desoliffi mouiitiin gorge After we had ascended some way 
the cold became intense The mountain torrent, by the side 
of which wo iSLHt up leaped and tumbled under ribs of ice, 
and IhroUgh banks ot snow 

I not cc 1 on f ithcr sid ot the defile that there were high 
posts put up on the lOck*! and a cord stretched from one to 
the other. The object of tliese, my guide told me, was to 
show the path, when this whole ravine is filled up with deep 

I could not help thinking how horrible it must be to go up 
here in the winter. 

Our path sometimes came so near to the torrent as to sug- 
gest uncomfortable ideas. 

In one place it swept round the point of a rode which pro- 
jected into the foaming flood, bo that it was completely under 
water. I stopped a little before I came to tliis, and told the 
guide I wanted to get down. He was all accommodation, and 
lifted me from my saddle, and then stood to see what I would 
do next. Wlien I mode him understand that I meant t« walk 
round the point, he very earnestly insisted that I should get 
back to the saddle again, and was so positive that I had only 
to obey. It was well I did so, for the mule went round safely 
enough, and could afford to go up to his ankles in water better 
than I could. 

As we neared the hospice I began to feel the effects of (he 
rarefied air very sensibly. It made me diazy and sicli, bring- 
ing on a most acute headache — a sharp, knife-like pain. S. 



I was glad enough when the old building came in view, 
though the road lay up an ascent of snow almost perpen- 
dicuLar, 
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At tlie foot of this ascent we paused. Our gitides, who 
looked a little puzzled, held a few moments' conversation, in. 
which tlie word "fonce" was particularly prominent, a woi'd 
which I took to be equivalent to our English "slump;" and 
indeed tlie place was suggestive of flie idea. The snow had 
so far melted and softened under the influence of the July sun, 
that something of this kind, in going up the ascent, seemed 
exceedingly probahle. The man stood leaning on his alpen- 
stock, looking at the thijig to he demonstrated. There were 
two patba, both, equally steep and snowy. At last he gathered 
up the bridle, and started up the most direct way. The mule 
did not hke it at all, evidently, and expressed his disgust by 
occasionally sfoppiag short and snirffiiig, meaning probably 
to intimate that he considered the whole thing a humbug, and 
that in his opinion we should all slump through together, and 
go to — nobody knows where. At last, when we were almost 
up the ascent, he did slump, and went up to his breast in the 
snow ; whereat the guide pulled me out of the saddle with one 
hand, and pulled him out of the hole with the other. In a 
minute he had me into the saddle ag^n, and after a few mo- 
ments more we were up the ascent and drawing near the hos- 
pice — a great, square, strong, stone building, standing alone 
among rocks and snowbanks. 

As we drove up nearer I saw the little porch in &ont of it 
crowded with gentlemen smoking cigars, and gazing on ouv 
approach just as any set of loafers do from the porch of a 
fashionable hotel. This was quite a new idea of the matter 
to me. "We had been flattering ourselves on performing an 
iucredible adventure ; and lo, and behold, ail tlie world were 
tliere waiting for tis. 

We came up to the steps, and I was so aippled with fatigue 
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and SO dizzy and "itk with the fhin air lliat I h'udly knew 
whit I wa= doing We eritered % Ijw browed, dirk, arched, 
Btone p'^sage, smelhng dismally of antiquity and dogi when 
a biisk Toice accosted me m the veij choiCLat of French ^nl 
in terms of welcome as gay and courtly oa if wo ^\ere entei 
ing a salon. 

Keys clashed, and we went up stone staircases, our enter- 
taiaer talking volubly all the way. Aa for me, all the French 
I ever knew was buried under an avalancbe. C. had fo mate 
answer for me, that madame was very unwell, which brought 
fortli another sti-eam of condolence as we came into a supper 
room, lighted by a wood fire at one end. The long table was 
stretched out, on which they were placing supper. Here I 
had light enough to perceive that our entertainer was a young 
man of a lively, intelligent countenance, in the Auguatine 
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monks' dress, via,, a long, black eamlet frock, with a kiail of 
white hand over it, which looks much like a psur of suspend- 
ers worn on the outside. He spoke French very purely, and 
had all that warm cordiality and graceful vivacity of manner 
which seems to be peculiar to the French. He appeai'ed to 
pity us very much, and was full of offers of assistance ; and 
when he heard that I had a bad headache, insisted on having 
some tea made for me, the only drink on flie table being wine. 
The supper consisted of codfish, stewed apples, bread, filberts, 
and raisins. Immediately after we were shown up atone stair- 
cases, and along stone passages, to our rooms, of which the 
most inviting feature was two high, single beds covered with 
■white spreads. The windows of the rooms were so narrow as 
to seem only like loopholes. There was a looking glass, table, 
chair, and some glazed prints. 

A good old womaa came to see if we wanted any thing. I 
thought, as I stretched myself in tlie bed, with feathers under 
me and feathers over me, what a heaven of rest this place 
must have seemed to poor travellers benighted and perishing 
in the snow. In the morning I looked out of my loophole on 
the tall, grim rocks, and a small lake frozen and covered with 
snow. " Is this lake always frozen ? " said I to the old serving 
woman who had come to bring us hot wafer for washing. 

" Sometimes," says she, "about the latter part of August, 
it is thawed." 

I suppose it thaws the last of August, and freezes the first 
of September. 

After dressing oui-selves we crept down stairs in hopes of 
finding the fire which we left the night before in the sitting 
room. No such tiling. The sun was shining, and it was what 
was called a warm day, tliat is to say, a day when a little thaw 
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trickles down the soutli side of snow baiilvs ; so lUe Are was 
out, and fJie windows up, and our gay Augustine friend, com- 
ing in, congratulated lis on our chanuirg day. 

Tte fireplace was piled up with wood and kindlings ready to 
be lighted in the evening; but being made to understand that 
it was a very sultry day, we could not, of course, surest such 
an extravagance as igniting the tempting pile — an ea-tray- 
agance, because every stick of wood lias to be brought on the 
hacks of mules from the valleys below, at a veiy great ex- 
pense of time and money. 

The same ia true of provisions of all sorts, and fodder for 
cattle. 

"Well, after breakfast I went to the front porch to view the 
prospect. And what did I see there ? Banks of dirty, half- 
melted snow, bones, and scraps of offal, patches of bai'e earth, 
for a small space, say about fifty feet round, and then the 
whole region shut in by barren, inacce^hle rocks, which cut 
off all view in every direction. 

Along by the frozen lake there is a kind of causeway path 
made for a promenade, where one might walk to observe the 
beauties of the season, and o«r cheery entertainer offered to 
show it to us ; so we walked out ivith him. Under the rocks 
in one place he showed us a little plat, about as large as a 
closet door, wMch, he said, laughing, was their garden. 

I asked him if any tiling ever realiy grew there. He 
shrugged his shoulders, and said, " Sometimes." 

We pursued this walk till we came to tie end of the lali.e, 
and there he showed me a stone pillar. 

" There," said he, " beyond that pillai- is Italy." 

"Well," said I, "I believe I shall take a trip into Italy." 
So, as he turned back to go to tlie house, "W. and I continued 
VOL. II. 23 
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on. We- went some way into Italy, down the ravine, and I 
can assure you I was not parLiculaily struck with tlie country. 
I observed no indications of tliat superiority in the fine arts, 
or of that genial climate and soil, of which I had heard so 
much, "VV. and T agreed to give ourselves aii-s on this subject 
whenever the matter of Italy was introduced, and to declare 
that we had been there, and had seen none of the tMngs of 
which people write in books. 

"Wiiat a perfectly dismal, comfortless place!" sdd I; but 
cUmbing up the rocks to rest me in a simny place, I discovered 
that they we^ all euamelled with the most brilliant flowers. 
In particular I remarked beds of velvet moss, which bore a 
pink blossom, in form 
somewhat like this. 
Then there was a kmd 
of low, stany gpnh'^n, 
of a bnght metallic 
blue, I tiifd to p^lIlt 
it afteiwaidfl, but nei- 
f -iny coloi I could find v, ould represent 
its brilliTiicj It WIS a kmd of hiing brightness I etammei. 
the petals to sec how this effect was produced, ind it seemed 
to be by a 1 n d of 1 smat c arra ge aent of tl e smiJl ro nd 
f wh ch they ■« ere compose 1 Th 1 ipe of tl e 
flower IS so ewlat 
^^ Ike tl s I SI eid 

down my i ocke 1 1 
kercl lef "u? i oc el 
ed to see h IV m ny 
vanet es I oul 1 g^th 
er a 1 in n v e ^ small 




ther ultramoim 



patticles < 




I ..Google 



267 




igkt be coiit<=iited e\ en. 
; TO Bickpned by heal 
' from the an that I 



drclo W. and I collei,ti,d n, 

when I looked ftom mj window o 

any thing so perfectly Joyely as 

this little purple witch, foi e"uim 

pie, was to bo found there ? It 

was quite a significant fact 

There is no condition of life 

fii'ohably, so die'uy tint i lowly 

and patient spckrr caanot find 

its flowers. I befc^n to tlmd tliat I i 

there. But whde I n la looking I wi 

acbe, and dis'^rec ^ble feelmgs an ir 

often had to he do« n on the sunny side ot the bank. W., I 

found, was similarly troubled ; he said lie really thought in the 

monijng he was going to have a fever. "We went back to the 

house. There were services in tlie chapel ; I could hear the 

organ pealing, and the singers responding. 

Seven great dogs were sunning themselves on the porch, 
and as I knew it was a subject particularly interesting to you, 
I made minute inqub'iea respecting them. LUte many other 
things, they have been much overstated, I think, by travellers. 
They are of a tawny-yellow color, short hsured, broad chested, 
and strong limbed. As to size, I have seen much larger New- 
foundland dogs in Boston. I made one of them open his 
mouth, and can assure you it was black as night ; a fact ivhich 
would seem to imply Newfoundland blnod. In fj.et the breed 
originally from Spiun is supposed to be a cross between the 
Pyrenean and Illy Newfoundland. The bi^est of them was 
called Piuto. Here is Ms likeness, which "W. sketched. 

For my part, I was a little iiiiea''y among them, as. they 
went wallopiii^ and frisking around me, flouncing and rolling 
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^,.„.„. ^' r"''ii, 



o( ei Pidi other on tiip stone flooi, and n 
then, the must ]iidi,ou3 noioes thit it e 



As I °-aw them biting each other in their ilumsy frolics, I 
began to be afraid kst thi-y thould. take it into then he£u3a to 
treat me like one of the famiJy, and so stood ready to ran. 

The man who showed them wished to know if I should like 
to see some puppies ; to which, in the ardor of natural history, 
I assented : so he opened the door of a iitfle stone closet, and 
sure enough there lay madam in state, with four little blind, 
snubbed-Qosed pledges. As tlie man picked up one of these, 
and held it up before me in all the helplessness of infancy, 
looking for all the world like a roly-poly podding with a short 
fail to it, I could not help querying in my mind, are you going 
to he a St. Bernard dog? 

One of the laige dogs, seeing the door open, thought now 
was a good time to examine the premises, and so walked 
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briskly into the kennel, Ijutwiis received liy tlie amiable motlier 
with such a sniif of tlie nose assent him howling back into the 
passage, apparently a much wiser and better dog than he had 
been before. Their principal use is to find patlia in tlie deep 
snow when the fathera go out to look for travellers, as they 
always do in stonny weather. They are not longlived ; neither 
man nor animal can stand the severe temperatm-e and the thin 
ah- for a long time. Many of the dogs die fi-om diseases of 
the lungs and rheumatism, besides fLose killed by accidents, 
such as the falling of avalanches, &:c. A little while ago so 
many died that they were fearful of losing the breed alto- 
gether, and were obliged to recruit by sending doivn into the 
valleys for some they had given away. One of the monks 
told us that, when they went out afier the dogs in the winter 
storms, all they could see of them was their tails moving along 
through the snow. The monks themselves can stand the 
climate but a short time, and then they are obliged to go 
down and live in the valleys below, while others take their 

They told us that there were over a Iiumlred people in 
the hospice ivhen we were there. They were mu=tly poor 
peasants and some beggars. Ooe poor man came up to me, 
and uncovered liis neck, which was a moit disgusting sight, 
swollen with goitre. I shut my eyes, and turned another 
way, hke a bad Christian, while our Augustine friend walked 
up to him, spoke in a soothing tone, and called him " my son," 
He seemed very loving and gentle to all the poor, dirty people 
by whom we were surrounded. 

1 went into the chapel to look at the pictures. There v/aa 
St. Bernard standing in the midst of a desolate, snowy waste, 
with a litlle child on one arm and a great dog beside him. 
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Tliis St. Bernard, it seeros, "wbs a man of noble family, ivlio 
lived nine hundred and sixty-two years after CJiriat. Almost 
up to that time a temple to Jupiter continued standing on 
this spot. It is said that the founding of this institution finally 
rooted out tlie idolatrous worship. 

On Monday we returned to Martigny,, and obtained a 
voiture for Villeneuve. Drove through the beautiful Rhone 
valley, past the celebrated fkll of the Pissevache, and about 
five o'clock reached the Hotel Byron, on the shore of the lake. 
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Hotel Byuo::!. 

Mr Dear: — 

Hero I am, sitting r.t my window, cucilookm^ T^kp T 
man. Castle Cbilion, with, its old conical lonei= is 'ikntlj 
pictured in the still waters. It has bpcn ■» d-iy of ■» thou 
sand. We took a boat, with two oaiNmPii and piss< d 
leisureiy along the shores, under the cool, dioopmg bianehii 
of trees, to the caslle, which is 
scarce a stone's throw from the 
hotel. We rowed along, close 
under the walls, to the ancient 
moat and drawbridge. There 
I picked ft bunch of blue bells 
"les clochettes," which were 
hanging tlieir aerial pendants 
front every crevice — : some 
blue, some white. 

I know not why the old 
buildings and walls in Europe 
have tliis vivacious habit of ^ 
shooting out little flowery ejae 
ulations and soliloquies at every 
turn. One sees it along through 
France and Switzerland, eveiy 
where ; but never, Ihat T re 
n Amci-io;i. 
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On tte Kicle of tlie castle wall, in a large wliite heart, is 
painted the insci'iption, Libe^%i el Patrie ! 

We rowed along, almost touching the castle rock, where 
the wall aacenda perpendiculaily, and the water is said to bo 
a thousand feet deep. "We passed the loopholes that illumi- 
nate the dungeon vaults, and an old arch, now walled up, 
where prisoners, after having been eti-angled, were thrown 
into tte lake. 



of her 

old S' 



■ening we walked over the castle. An interesting 
lan, who has taught hereelf English for the benefit 
tore, was our cicerone. She seemed to have all the 
vivadty of attachment for " liberie et patrie." 

She took us firet into 
the dungeon, with the 
seven pillai-s, desciibed 
by Byron. There was 
the pillar to which, for 
protecting ihe liberty of 
G-eneva, Eonkevakd 
was chamed There 
the Duke of Siioy 
kept him for ois jeiis, 
confine 1 by i chain four 
f(,et long He could 
take ooly thite steps, 
and the ^tjne floor is 
deeply woin by the 
pimts of those weary 
step"* Si\ veais is 'io eaailysaid, but to Uie them, ilone, 
helple 1 min burning with ill the files of micliood chained 
to that pillar of stone, nnd thosn three unvarying steps ! Two 
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(hnusand one hiuidred and ninely days rose and set the s«n, 
while seedtime and Imrvest, winter and summer, and the 
whole liyiiig world went on over his grave. For him no sun, 
no moon, no star, no bnsineaa, no friendahip, no plans — 
nothing I The gi'eat millbtoae of life emptily grinding itself 
away ! 

What a power of vitality was thci-e in Bonnevard, that lie 
did not sink in lethargy, and forget himself to stone ! But he 
did not! it is said that when tie victorious Swiss array broke 
ni to liberate him, they cried, — 

" Bonnevai'd, you are free I " 

"M Geneve?" 

" Geneva is free also ! " 

You ought to liave heard the entkusiaani willi wliich our 
guide told this story ! 

Near by are tlie relics of the cell of a companion of Bon- 
nevard, who made an ineffectual attempt to liberate him. On 
the wall are siill seen sketches of saints and inscriptions by 
liis hand. This man oae day overcame his jailer, locked him 
in hia ceil, ran into the hall above, and threw himself from a 
window into the lake, struck a rock, and was tilled instantly. 
One of the pillars in this vault is covered with names. I think 
jt IS Bonnevarda pillar Theie aie the names of Byron, 
Hunt S(.hiller, and many othei celebritaes. 

^.fter we left the dungeons \ie went up into the judgment 
hil!, wheio pii oners weie tiied and then into the torture 
tharaber Hfire are the pullej s by whidi limbs were broken ; 
thi" beam ail scorched with the hods by wiiich feet were 
tuiBPd, the oven when- the irons were hetUed; and there 
wai th, stone wheie they weie =omtlimes laid to be strangled, 
after the torture. On that stone, our guide told us, two thou- 
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sand Jews, men, women, and children, had been put to deatli. 
There was also, iilgh up, a strong heam across, where crim- 
inals were hung ; and a door, now walled up, by which they 
teere throwa into the lake. I shivered. "'Twos cruel," she 
said ! " 'twas almost as cruel as your slavery in America." 

Then she took us into a tower where was the ouMielle. 
Here the unfortunate prisoner was made to kneel before an 
image of the Virgin, while the treacherous floor, faUmg beneath 
liim, precipitated him into a well forty feet deep, where he 
ivas left to die of broken limbs and starvation. Below this 
well was stin another pit, fiUed with knives, into which, when 
they were disposed to a merciful hastening of the torture, they 
let him fall. TJie woman has been herself to the bottom of 
the first dungeon, aiid found tliei-e bones of victims. The 
second pit is now walled up. 

" All this," she said, " was done for the glory of God in the 
good old times." 

The glory of God ! What has not been done in that name ! 
Yet he keens silence : natient he watches : the aire-loQ2 fever 
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daalied up by a mighty tempest^ ci'ested with snow-like foam! 
Iliis purple sky, and crescent moon, and the lalie gleaming 
and shimmering, and twinkling stars, while far off up the sides 
uf a snow-topped mountain a light shines like a star — some 
mountaineer's candle, I suppose. 

In the dark stillness we rowed again over to Chilloo, and 
paused under its wails. The frogs were croaking in the moat, 
aud we lay rocking on the wave, and watching the dusky out- 
lines of the towers and liirreta. Then the spirit of tlie suene 
seemed to wrap me round like a cloak. 

Back to Geneva again. This lovely place will ever leave 
its image on my heart. Mountains embrace it. Strength and 
beauty are its habitation. The Saleve is a peculiar looking 
mountain, striped with different strata of rock, which have a 
singular effect in the hazy distance; so is the Mole, with its 
dark marked outline, looking blacker ia clear weather, from 
being set against the snow mouatains beyond. 

There is one peculiarity about the outline of Mont Elauc, 
a' seen from Geneva, which is quite striking.' There is in 
certain positions the pi-oflle of a gigantic head visible, lying 
with face upturned to the sky, Mrs. F. was the first to point 
it out to me, calling it a head of Napoleon. Like many of 
these fanciful profiles, I was some time in learning to see it ; 
and after that it became to me so plain that I wondered I had 
not seen it bi-fore. I called it not Napoleon, however, but as 
it gained on my imagination, lying tliere so motionless, cold, 
and still, I thought of Prometheus on Mount Caucasus; it 
seemed as if, his sorrows ended, he had sunk at last to a 
dreamless sleep on that snowy summit. Tliis sketch may, 
perhaps, give yon some faint idea of how such an outline 
might bf formed in one's imagination. 
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We walked out tlie olher evening, witli M. Fazy, to a beau- 
tiful place, irhcre Servetus was burned. Soft, new-mown 
nieadow grass carpets it, aiid a solemn amphitlieatre of moun- 
taios, glowing in the evening sky, looked down — Mont Blanc, 
the blue-hlack Mole, the SaJ^ve ! Never was deed done in a 
moi-e august presence cliamher I Ere this these two may have 
conferred together of the tragedy, with far other tlioughts 
than then. 

The world is always unjust to its progressive men. If one 
fragment of past absurdity cleaves to them, they celebrate the 
absurdity as a personal pecnliai-ity. Hence we hear so mucli 
of Luther's controyeraial harshness, of Calvin's burning Ser- 
vetus, and of the witcli persecutions of New England. 

Luther was the poet of the reformation, and Calvin its 
pliilosophei-. Luther fused the mass, Calvin erystnllized. He 
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who fuses makes the most sensation in his day ; he who crys- 
tallizes has a longer and wider power. Calvinism, in its 
essential features, never will cease from tlie earth, because the 
great fundamental facts of nature are Calviniatic, and men 
with strong minds and wills always discover it. The predes- 
tmation of a sovereign will is written over ad things. The 
old Greek ti-.agedians read it, and expressed it So did 
Mahomet, Napoleon, Cromwell. Why? They found it so 
by their oivn experience ; they tried the forces of nature 
enuuTh to find their strength. The strong swimmer who 
f leasts tlw" Rhone is certain of its current. But Eankc well 
Slid that in those days when the whole eartli was in arms 
a^'imst these reformers, they had no refuge except in exalting 
God's sovereignty above all other causes. To him who strives 
in vain with the giant forces of evil, what calm in the thought 
of an overpowermg will, so that will be crowned by gooclness ! 
However gnm, to the distrualiag, looks this fortress of sov- 
ereignty in times of fiowery ease, yet ia times when "the 
waters roar and are troubled, and the mountains shake with 
the swelling thereof," it has been always the refuge of Goil's 
people. All this I say, while I fully sympathize witli the 
causes ■which incline many fine and beautiful minds agaiast 

The wife of De TVette has twice called upon me — a good, 
plain, motherly, pious old lady ai any in Andover. She 
wanted me to visit her daughter, who, being recently deprived 
of her only little girl, has since been wholly lost to life. The 
only thing in which she expressed any interest was Uncle 
Tom's Cahiti, and she was earnestly desiring to see me. So I 
went. 1 found Mrs. De Wette in a charming saloon, looiing 
out upon the botanic gardens. A very beautiful picture of a 
VOL. II. 24 
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young lady linng on tiie wall, " That was laj poor Clara," 
said Mrs. De Wette, " but she is so altei'etl now ! " 

After a ivMle Clara came in, and I was charmed at a glance 
— a most lovely ci'eatuFe, iii deep moiuuirig, with beautifijl 
maaaerB ; so much interested for tlie poor sSaves ! so full of 
feeling, inquiiing so anxiously what she could do for them I 
" Do ministers ever hold slaves ? " she said. 
" 0, yes ; many." 

" ! But how can they be Clmstiaiis ? " 
" They reason in tliis way," ssai I ; " tliey say, ' Those peo- 
ple are not fit to take care of themselves ; therefore we must 
hold them, and educate them, till they are fit fo be free.' " 

"I wish," said she, looking very pretty and fierce, "that 
they might ail be sold themselves, and see how they would 
like it." 

Her husband, who speaks only French, bow asked what we 
were talking about, and she repeated the conversation. 

" I would shoot every one of them," s^d he, with a signifi- 
cant movement. 

" Now, see," said Mrs. De Wette, " Oara would sell them, 
and her husband would shool them ; for my part, I would 
rather convert them," "We all laughed at this sally. 

" Ah," said Clara, " the last thing my little darling looked 
at waa the pictures in Uncle Tom; when she came to the 
death of Eva, she said, ' Now I am weary, I will go to 
sleep;' and so closed her eyes, and never opened them 

Clara said she had met the Key in Turin and Milan. The 
Cabin is roado a school reading book in Sardinia, for those 
who wish to learn English, with explanaloiy notes in Italian. 
The feeling here on the continent for the slave is no less 
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earnest tiian in England and Scotland. I liave received most 
beautiful and feeling letters from many Christiana of Swifaer- 
laad, which I will show you. 

I am grieved to say, that there are American propagandists 
of slavery here, who seem 1» feel it incumbent on them to 
recognize this hideous excit^cence as a national peculiarity, 
aiid to consider any reflection upon it, ofl the part of tlie liber- 
ty-loving Swiss, as an insult fo the American nation. The 
sophisms by which slaveholding has been justified from tte 
Bible have left their slimy track even here. Alas ! is it 
thus America fullils her high destiny ? Must she send mis- 
sionai-iea abroad to preach despotism ? 

Walking the other evening with M. Faay, who is, of course, 
French in education, we talked of our English literature. He 
had Hamlet in Trench — just thini of it. One never feels 
the national difierence so much as in tiioking of Shakspeare 
ill French ! Madame de Stael says of ti'anslafion, that music 
written for one instrument cannot be played upon another. I 
asked if he had read Milton. 
" Yes." 

•' And how did you like him ? " 
" O," with a kind of shiver, " he is so cold ! " 
Now, I felt that the delicate probe of the French mind had 
dissected out a shade of feeling of which I had often been 
conscious. There is a coldness about all the luscious exuber- 
ance of Milton, Uke the wind that blows from the glaciers 
across Uiese fioweiy valleys. How serene his angels in their 
adamantine virtue ! yet what sinning, suffering soul could find 
sympathy in ihem ? The utter want of sympathy for the 
fallen angels, in the whole celestial circle, is shocldng. Satar 
is the only one who weeps 
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God does not cai-e, iioi- his angels. Ah, quite otherwise is 
God revealed in Him who wept over Jerusalem, and is touched 
with the feeling of our infirmities. 

I went with Mi-s. Fazy the other nigUt to call on Mrs. C.'s 
friend, Pastor C. They were so affectionate, so full of beau- 
tiful kindness! The French language sounds sweetly as a 
language of alfection and sympathy; with all its tart vivacity, 
it has a richness in the gentler world of feeling. Then, in (he 
evening, I was with a little circle of friends at fie Louse of the 
sister of Merle d'Auhigne, and (hey prayed and sang together. 
It was heauUfuI, The hymn was one on the following of 
Jesus, similar to that German one of old Godfrey Arnold, 
which is your favorite. These Christians speak with deep 
sorrow of our slavery ; it grieves, it distresses them, for the 
American church has been to them a beloved ohjeet. They 
have leaned towards it as a vine indines towards a vigorous 
elm. To them it looks incomprehensible that such a thing 
could gain strength in a free Chrisiian republic. 

I feel really sorry that 1 have had to withdraw so much 
from proffered' kindness here, and to seem unwilling to meet 
feehng ; but so it has been. Yet, to me, apparently so cold, 
many of these kind Genevese have shown most considerate 
attention. Fruit and flowers have been sent in anonymously; 
and one gentleman offered to place his garden at my disposal 
for waits, adding that, if I wished to be entirely private, nei- 
ther he nor his family would walk there. This, I thought, 
was too much kindness. 

One social custom here is new to me. The husband, by 
marriage, takes the wife's name. Thus M. Fazy, our hosi, 
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is known as M. Fazy Meyer — Meyer being bis wife's name 
— a thing which at first perplexed me. I was often much 
puzzled about names, owing to this cii-cumstance. 

From the conversation I hear I should tliink that democ- 
racy was not entirely absolufe ia Switzerland. I hear much 
about patrician feiailies, particularly at Benie, and these are 
said Id be quite exclusive; yet tliat the old Swiss fire stjll 
buTiia in Switzerland, I see many indications. 

The other day I ^I'yted Beautte's celebrated watch and 
jewelry store, and saw ail the piocess of making watches, 
from the time the case is cut fiom % sheet of gold, on through 
the enamelling, engraving, nnd fini&hing. Enamel is metal- 
lic paint, bttmed on in a furnace Maoy women are em- 
ployed in pimting the desigai The workmen looked in- 
telligent and thoughtful, hke men who can both think and do. 
Some glimpses showed their sysnpatby with republicanism — 
as one should see Are through a closed door. 

I have had full reason to observe that difference between 
Protestant and Catholic cantons on which Horace Greeley 
commented while here. They are as different as our slave 
and free states, and in the same ways. Geneva seems like 
Kew England -—the countiy around is well cultivated, and 
speaks of thriit. But, still, I find no land, however beautiftd, 
that can compare with home — Andover Hill, with its arched 
elms, its blue distance pointing with spires, its Merrimac 
ci'owned with labor palaces, and, above all. an old stone 
house, brown and queer, &c Good by. 
24* 
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JOUENAL— (CoNTiKDED.) 

Thl-bsday, July 14. Spent a social evening at Mrs. La 
V.'s, on the lal^e shore. Mont Elano invisible. We met M. 
Merle d'Aubigne, brother of our hostess, and a few other 
friends. Returned home, and listened to a serenade to H. 
from a glee club of fifly performers, of tlie workiog men of 
Geneva. The songs were mostly in French, and the burden 
of one of them seemed to bo in words like these : — 



Friday, July 15, Mrs. C. and her two daughters are here 
from Paris. Thoy intend to come to Madame Fazy till we 

Saturday, July 16. Our irhole company resorted to the 
lake, and spent the forenoon on its tranquil wafers. If this 
life seem idle, we remember that there must be valleys be- 
tween mountains ; and as, in those vales, tired mountaineers 
love to rest, so we, by the silver shore of summer Leman, 
while away the quiet hours, in this interval, between great 
mount^n epochs Chamouni and Oberland. 

Monday, July 18. Weather auapioious. Stowed om^elves 
and our ba^age into our voiture, and bade adieu to our 
friends and to Geneva. Ah, how regretfully ! From the 
maxket-place we carried away a basket of cherries and fruit, 
na a consolation. Dined at Laugaiiiie, and visited the cathe- 
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dral and picture gallery, where was an exquisite ^va. Slept 
at Meudon, 

Tuesday, July 19. Eode flirongh Payerne to Frejburg. 
Stopped at the Zaliringer Hof — most romantic of inns. Our 
gentlemanly lioat ushered us forth upon a terrace overhanging 
the deep goi^e of the Saaiine, spanned, to the right and left 
of us, by two immense suspension bridges, one of which 
seemed to spring from the hotel itself. Euins of ancient 
walls and watch towers lined the precipice. 

After dinner we visited the cathedral to hear the cele- 
brated organ. The organist performed a piece descriptive 
of a storm. "We resigned omBelves to the illusion. Low, 
mysterious waiJings, swelling, dying away in the distance, 
seeming at first exceedingly remote, drew gradually neai'. 
Fitful sighings and sobbings i-ose, as of gusts of wind; then 
low, smothered roarings. Anon came flashes of lightning, 
rattlir^ hail, and driving rain, succeeded by bursts of storm, 
and bowlings of a hurricane — fierce, furious, frightful. I 
felt myself lost in a snow storm in winter, oa the pass of 
Great St. Bernard. 

One note there was of strange, terrible clangor — bleak, 
dark, yet of a lurid iire — that seemed to prolong itself through 
aU the uproar, like a note of doom, cutting its way to tJie 
heart as the call of the last archangel. Yes, I felt myself 
alone, lost in a boundless desert, beyond the abodes of roan ; 
and this was a call of terror — slera, savage, gloomy — the 
call as of fixed fate and absolute despair. 

Then tho storm died away, in faint and far-ofi' murmurs ; 
and we broke, as it were, from the trance, to find ourselves, 
not lost, but here among the living. We then drove quietly 
to Berne. 
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WeciQesdaj-, Julj 20. Examined, not the lions, but tlie 
bears of Berne. It ia indeed a city of bears, as its name 
imports. Tliere are b^ars on its gates, bears on its foun- 
tains, beaiB in its parlis and gardens, bears every where. 
But, thoHgh Berne rejoices in a fountain adorned with an 
image of Saturn eating children, nevertheless, the old cify 
— quaint, quiet, and queer — looks as if, bear-hke, it had 
been hybernafiiig good-naturedly for a centuiy, and were just 
about to wako up. 

Engaged a voitiire, and drove to Thun. Dined, and drove 
by the shore of the lalte to Interlaohen, ai-riving just after a 
brilliimt sunset. 

Thursday, July 21. S. and 6. remained at the Belvedere. 
W,, H., and I took a guide and voiture for Lautcrbrunn. 
Here we visited Byron's apocalyptic horse-tml wt^erfall, the 
Staubbaoh. This waterfall is very sublime, all except the 
water and the fali. Whoever has been " under the sheet " at 
Miagara will not be particularly impressed here. This pic- 
ture is sufficieotly accurate, with the exception of the cottage. 
People here do not build cottages under w ^ertalls 

Here we crossed the Wengem Alps to Gimdehvald. The 
Jungfrau is right over against us — her jrlacieis purer, ten- 
derer, more dazalingly beautiful, if possible, thin those of 
Mont Blanc, Slept at Grindelwald. 
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Dear CHII.D^E^ — 

To-day we have I een lu the 
Wengprn Alps — the scenes 
described in Manfred Im 
igwie «s moimlm ^ about tin 
otlodi fiom the vtlley of 
Lauteibmnn on hoifeback 
— our paity of fl rep — with 
two guideo "We h-^d hi t 
been to see file fimous St lub 
bach a beautiful though not 
ubiime obicct. Up wt, be 
gan to go among thoie ^reen 
undulations ni h T i| 
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It is Iiaying time ; a bright day ; all is clieerful ; the birds 
sing ; men, women, and children are busy in the field. Up 
we go, zigzag ; it grows steeper and steeper. Now right be- 
low aie is a field, wtere men are literaUy working almost on a 
perpendicular wall, cutting hay ; now we are so high that the 
houses ia the valley look lilie chips. Here we stand in a 
place two thousand feet above the valley. There is no shield 
or screen. The horse stands on the ¥617 edge ; the guide 
stops, lets go his biidle, and composedly commences an ora- 
tion on the scene below. " 0, for mercy's salce, why do you 
stop here ? " I say. " Pray go on," He looks in my fiice, 
with iimocent wonder, fakes the bridle on his arm, and 

Now we have come to the litile village of Wengem, 
whence the "Wengern Alps take . their name. How beautiful ! 
how like fairyland ! Up here, midway in air, is a green nook, 
with undulating dells, and shadowy, breezy nests, where are 
the cottages of the haymakers. The Delectable Mountains 
had no scene more lovely. Each house has ita roof heavily 
loaded with stones. "What is that for?" I ask. "The 
whirlwinds," says my guide, with a significant turn of his 
hands. " This is the school house," he adds, as we pass a 
building larger than the rest. 

Now the path turns and slopes down a steep bank, covered 
with haycocks, to a little nook below, likewise covei'ed with 
new hay. If my horse is going to throw me any where, I 
wish it may be here ; it is not so bad a thing to roll down into 
that hay. But now we mount higher 5 the breezy dells, en- 
amelled with flowers and grass, become fewer ; the great black 
pines take tlieir place. Right before us, in the purest white, 
as ft bride adorned for her husband, rises the beautiful Jung' 
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fraw, wealing on her forehead the Silver Ilorn, and the Snow 
Horn. The Silver Horn is a peak, dazalingly bright, of snow ; 
and ils crest ia now seen in relief against a sky of the deepest 
blue. See, also, how those dark pines of the foreground con- 
trast with it, like the stern, mournful realities of life seen 
against the dazzling hopes of heaven. 

There is something celestial in these mountaina. You 
might think such a vision as that to be a bright footstool 
of Heaven, from which the next step would be into an un- 
known world. The pines here begm to show that long 
whit<! beard of moss which I admire so much in Maine, 
Now, we go right up over their heads. There, the tall 
pines are under our feet. A little more — and now above us 
rise the stern, naked rocks, where only the chamois and the 
wild goat live. But still, fair as tlie moon, clear as the sun, 
looks forth tlie Jungfi-au. 

Wc turn to Jook down. That Staubbach, which in the 
valley seemed to fall from au immense precipice, higher 
tlian we could gaze, is now a silver thread, far below our 
feet ; and the valley of Lauterbrunn seems as nothing. Only 
bleak, purplish ci-ags, rising all around us, and silent, silver 
mountains looking over tliem. 

" That one directly before you is the Monk," says C, 
calHng to me from behind, and pointing to a gi'cat snow 
peak. 

Our guide, wiih animation, introduced us by name to 
every one of these snow-white genii — the Ealliorn, the 
Schreekhorn, the Wetterhorn, tlie great Eiger, and I cannot 
remember what besides. The guides seem to considei' them 
ail as old friends. 

Certainly nothing could be so singular, so peculiar as this 
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iibicension. We huve now piissed the limit of all but grass 
and Alpine flowers, whieii still, with tlieii' infinite variety, em- 
broider tlie way ; and now the anilierge is gained. Good night, 
now, and tai-ewell. 

That is to say, there we stopped — on the summit, in feir 
view of the Jungfrau, a wall of rock crowned with fields of 
eti-rnal snow, wlio'ie dazzling brightDese alroost put my eyes 
out. My head ached, too, with the thin air of these moun- 
tains. I thought I should like to stay one niglit just to hear 
avalanches fall ; but I cannot breathe well here, and thei-e is a 
secret sense of horror about fiiese sterile rocks and etern^ 
snow^. So, afler dinner, I gladly consent to go down to Grin- 
didwald. 

Off we start — I walking — for, to tell the truth, I have no 
i'undness for riding down a path as steep in some places as a 
wali ; I leave that to C, who never fears any thing. So I 
walked all the way to Griodelwald, nine miles of a very rough 
road. There was a lady with her husband walking the same 
pass, who had come on foot the whole way from Lauterbrunn, 
and did not seem in the least fatigued. My guide eshausted 
all his eloquence to persuade me that it was better to ride ; at 
last I settled him by saying, " Why, here is a lady who has 
walked the whole route." So he confined himself after that 
to helping me find flowers, and carrying the handkercliief in 
which I stowed them. Alas ! what herbaritim of hapless 
flowers, laid out stark, stifi", and motionless, like beauty oo its 
bier, and with horrible long names wi'itten under them, can 
ever give an idea of the infinite variety and beauty of the 
itoral crown of these mountains! 

The herbarium resembles the bright, living reality no more 
than the inoi-yue at St. Bernard's is a specimen of mountain 
VOL. I!, 95 
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travellei's. Yet one thing an terbariiim is good for : in looking 
at it jou can recall how they looked, and glowed, and waved 
in life, with all their silver-crowned mouatains around them. 

After we arrived at Grindelwald, tired aa I was, I made 
sketches of nine varieties, which I intend to color as soon as 
■we rest long enough. So much I did for love of the dear 
little souls. 

One noticeable feature is the predominance of yeUow flow- 
era These, of various kinls, so abound 
TS to ma! e a distmct item of coloimg in a 
distnnt ^ lew One of the mo=t i/immon 
IS this — of a ■vivid chrome jellow, some- 
finiea biilhaiitly sfnped with oranffe. 

One tiling moie as to bofamial names. 
What does possess botTmats to afflict the 
most fi^gile aal dehoate of caiths chil- 
dien with such mounfamoua and unpro- 
nounceable names' l^ow thciei\asadear 
little flo«ei that I fiist met \t fat. Ber" 
nai 1 — I little puipk bell ^Mth i frioge ; 
iilitulill btiiitiiil fiom ita gionms; lust on the 
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verge of avaJanclies, coniiug up and blossoming through tlie 
snow, 1 eencl you one in this letter, which I dug out of a 
snow bank this morning. And this fiiir creation — this hope 
upon a death bed — this image of love nnchiUed and immor- 
tal — how I wanted to know it by name I 

To-day, at the summit house of the mountain, I opened an 
herbarium, and there were thi'ee inches of name as hopeless 
mid unpronouuceabie S5 the GennMi •f our guides, piled upon 
my little flower. I shut the herbarium. 

This momiag we started early from Grindelwald — that is, 
by eight o'clock. An unclouded, clear, breezy morning, the 
air full of the sounds of cascades, and of the little bells of the 
herds. As we began to wind upward into that delectable re- 
gion which forms the first stage of ascent, I said to C, " The 
more of beautiful scenery I see, the more I appreciate the 
wonderful poetiy of the Pilgi-im's Progress." The meadows 
by the River of Life, the Delectable MountEuns, tlie land of Beti- 
lali, how oilen have I thought of tliem ! From this we went 
off upon painting, and then upon music, the freshness of the 
mountaiu air inspiring our way. At last, while we were ridmg 
ia the vciy lap of a rolling field full of grass and flowers, the 
sharp blue and white crystals of the glacier rose at oneo be- 
fore us. 

" O, I want to get down," said I, " and go near them." 

Down I did get, and taking what seemed to be the straight- 
est course, began i-unning down the hill side towards them. 

" Ho, no ! Back, back ! " shouted the guide, va unimagi- 
nable French and German. "Id, ici!" 

I came back ; and taking my hand, he led me along a path 
where travellers generally go. I went closer, and sat down 
on a rock under them, and looked up. The clear sun was 
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eiiiiing through them; clear and blue looked the rifts and 
arches, all dj-ipping and beautiful. We went dowa upou them 
by steps which a man had cut in the ic«. There was one rift 
of ice we looked into, which was about fifty feet high, going 
up into a sharp arch. The inside of thia arch was clear blue 
ice, of the color of crystal of blue vitriol. 

Here, immediately under, I took a rude sketch just to show 

II how a glacier looks close at hand. 







C. ivanted, fia usual, to do all sorts of improper things, lie 
wanted to stone down blocks of ice, and to go inside the cave, 
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ani! to go down into lioles, and insisted on stiinding particular- 
ly long on a spot which the guide told him was ail undermined, 
in order that ho might pelt a cliff of ice that seemed inclined 
to fall, aad hear it smash. 

The poor guide was as distressed as a hen whea her ducks 
talie to the water; he ran, and called, and shouted, in Ger- 
man, French, and English, and it was not JiU 0. had contrived 
to throw the head of the little boy's hatchet down into a cre- 
vasse, that he gave up. There were two francs to pay for this 
experiment ; hut never mind I Our guide book says that a 
clergjTnan of Vevay, on this glacier, fell into a crevasse sev- 
eral hundred feet deep, and was killed; so 1 was glad enough 
when C. came off safe. 

He ought to have a bell on his neck, as the cows do here ; 
and apropos to this, we leave the glacier, and ride up into a 
land of pastures. Here we see a hundred cows grazing in the 
field — the field aU yellow with buttercups. They are a very 
small breed, prettily formed, and each had on her neck a bell. 
How many notes there are in these bells 1 quite a diapason — 
some very deep toned, and so on up to the highest! how pret- 
tily they sound, all going together I The bells are made of 
the best of metal, for the tone is of an admirable quality. 

0, do look off there, on that patch of snow under the "Wet- 
terhora ! It is all covered with cows ; they look no bigger 
than insects. "What makes them go there?" said we to our 
guides. 

" To he cool" was the answer. 

Hark ! what's that ? a sudden sound like the rush of a 
cascade. 

" Avolnndie ! avalanche ! " exclaimed the guide. And no-v-, 
pouring down the sides of the Wetterhorn, came a milk-whi.s 
25* 
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cascade, looking just like any other cascade, melting gracefully 
oyer the rocks, and spreading, like a stream of jnilk, on the 
soiled snow below. 

This is a summer avalanche — a mere hijo^l, — a fancy ar- 
ticle, got up, or rather got dowu, fo eiit«rfain travellers. The 
winter avalanelies are quite other things. Witness a little 
further in our track, where our guide stops us, and points to a 
place where all the pines have been broken short off by one 
of them. Along here some old ghostly pines, dead ages ago, 
their white, ghastiy skeletons bleached by a iiundi-ed storms, 
stand, stretching out their long, bony arms, like phantom giants. 
These skeleton pines are a striking image } I wonder I have 
not seen them introduced into pictures. 

There, now, a little ahead, is a small hut, which marks the 
summit of the grand Scheidich. Oiir horses come up to it, 
and we dismount Some of the party go in to sleep — I go 
out to dimb a neighboring peak. At (lie foot of this peak lay 
a wreath of snoiv, soiled and dirly, as half-melted snow always 
is ; but lying amid the green grass and luxuriant flowers, it had 
a strange air. It seemed a little spot of deatii in the green 
lap of rejoicing life — like that death-spot wliidi often lies in 
tlie human heart — among all seeming flowers, cold and cheer- 
less, unwarmed by the sunbeam, and unmelted by the ray that 
vmfolds thousands of blooms around. 

Mow, I thought, I have read of Alpine flowers leaning their 
cheeks on the snows. I wonder if any flowers grow near 
enough ta that snow to touch it. I mean to go and see. So I 
went; there, sure enough, my little fringed purple bell, to 
which I have given tlie name of " suspiidum," was growing, 
not only close to the snow, but in it. 

Thus God's grace shining steadily on the wa-ste places of 
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the human heart, brings up heavenward sighings and aspira- 
tions wliich pierce thi-ough the cold snows of aiBiction; and fell 
that there is yet life heneath. 

I climbed up the grassy sides of the peak, flowers to the 
very top. There I sat down and looked. This is Alpine 
solitude. All around me were these deep, green dells, from 
which comes up the tinkle of hells, like the dropping of raJa 
every where. It seems to me the air is more elastic and mii- 
eical here than below, and gives grace to the commonest sound. 
Now I look back along the way we hare been travelling. I 
look at the strange old cloudy mountains, the iEiger, the Wet- 
terhom, the Schreckhom. A kind of hazy ether floats around 
them — an indescribable aerial halo — which no painter ever 
represents. Who can paint the air — tliat vivid blue in which 
these sluu-p peaks cut their glittering images ? Of all peaks, 
the Eiger ia tlie most impressive to me. 
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It is a gigantic ploughsliare of rock, set up against the sty, 
its thin, Iceen, purple blade edged with glittering frost; for so 
sharp is its point, tliat only a dazaling line marks the eterniJ 
snow on ita head. 

I walked out as far as I coidd on a narrow summit, and tflok 
a last look. Glaciers ! snows ! mountains ! sunny deBs and 
flowers ! all good by. I am a pilgrim and a stranger. 

Already, looking down to the sliaiity, I see the guide like a 
hen that has lost a cMcken, shaking her wings, and clucking, 
and making a great ado. I could stay here all day. I would 
like to stay two or three — to see how it would look at sun- 
rise, at sunset — to lie down in one of th<^se sunny hollows, 
and look up into the sky — to shut jaj eyis lazily, and open 
them again, and so let the whole impression soak in, as Mrs. 
H. used to say. 

But no; the sleepers have waked up, the guide has the 
horses ready, and I must come down. So here I descend my 
hill Difficulty into the valley of Humiliation. We stumble 
along, for the roads here ai-e no turnpikes, and we come to a 
place called the Slack Forest ; not the Bl lek Fori^st, but truly 
a black one. I alwajs love pines, to ail generations I wel- 
come this solemn old brotherhood, which stand gray-bearded, 
like monks, old, dark, solemn, sighing a ceitam mournful 
sound — like a henedicUe through tlie leaves 

About noon we came to Eosenlaui. As we drew near the 
hotel the guide struck off upon a path leading up the moun- 
tain, saying, by way of explanation, " TIte glacier.' " 

Now, I confess that it was rather too near dinner time, and 
I was too tired at once to appreciate this movement. 

I regret to say, that two glaciers, however beautiful, on an 
empty stomach, appear ratlier of douhtfLd utflity. So I re- 
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monstratcd ; liut tlie guide, as all guides do, went dead ahead, 
as if I had not said a word. C, however, rode composedly 
towards the hotel, saying that dinner was a finer sight than a 
glacier ; and I, though inly of the same miud, thought I would 
follow my guide, just to see. 

W. went with me. After a little we had to leave our horses, 
and scramble about a, mile up the mountain, " C. was right, 
and we are wi-oag," said my companion, sententious ly. I was 
just dubious enough to be silent. Pretty soou we came to a 
tremendous ravine, as if an earthquake had rent a mountiun 
asunder. A hundred feet down in this black gorge, a stream 
was roaring in a succession of mad leaps, and a bridge crossed 
if, where we stood to gaze down into its dark, awful depths. 
Then on we went till we came to the glacier. What a mass 
of clear, blue ice ! so very blue, so clear 1 This awful cliasm 
runs directly under it, and the mountain torrent, formed by 
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the melting of the glacier, falls in a roaring cascade into it. 
Tou can go down into a cavern in this rift. Above your head 
a roof of clear, hlue ice ; below your feet this black chasm, 
with the white, flasliing foam of the cascade, as it leaps away 
into the darkness. On one side of the glacier was a httle 
sort of cell, or arched nook, up whicli an old man had cut 
steps, and he helped me up info it. I stood in a little Gothic 
shrine of blue, glittering ice, and looked out of an arched 
ivmdow at the cascade and mountains. I thought of Cole- 
ridge's lino — 

" A pleasure bower with domes of ioo." 

On the whole, the glacier of Eosculaiii paid for looking — 
even at dinner time — which is saying a good deal. 
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JOUKNAL— (COMTJNL-ED.) 

Friday, July 22. Grindelvvald to Meyringcn. On we 
ramie, to the top of tlie Great ScMedich, ■where H. and W. 
botanized, while I slept. Thenee we rode down the mountain 
tiU we reached Eosenlaui, where, I am free to say, a dinner 
was to me a more interesting object than a glacier. Therefore, 
while H. and W. went to the latter, I turned off to tlie iun, 
amid llieir cries and reproaches. I waved my cap and made 
a how. A glacier ! — go five rods farther to see a glacier I 
Catch me in any snch folly. The fact is, Alps are good, like 
confections, iu moderation ; hut to breakfast, dine, and sup on 
Alps surfeits my digestion. 

Here, tor example, I am writing these notes in the salle-d~ 
manffer of the inn, where other voyagers are ealing and 
dinnking, and there H. is feeding on the green moonshine of 
an emerald ice cave. One wonld almost think her ineapahle 
of fetigue. How she skips up and down liigh places and steep 
places, to the manifest perplexity of honest guide Kienholz, 
pere, who tries to take care of her, bnt does not exactly know 
how. She gets on a pyramid of dtbris, which the edge of the 
glacier is ploughing and grinding up, sits down, and falls — 
not asleep exactly ■— but into a trance. W. and I are ready to 
go on ; we shout ; our voice is lost in the roar of the torrent. 
We send the guide. He goes down, and stands donbtfuily. 
He does not know exactly what to do. She hears him, and 
stiu-ts to her feet, pointmg with One hand to yonder peak, and 
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with tlic otliur to that knifpjike edge, that seems cleaving 
heaven with its keen and glistening cimeter of snow, remind- 
ing one of Isaiah's sublime imagery, " For my sword is bathed 
in heaven." She points at the grizzly rocks, with their jags 
and spear points. Evidently she is beside herself, and thinks 
sKe can remember the names of those moasters, born of earth- 
quake and storm, which cannot be named nor known but by 
sight, and then are known at once, perfectly and forever. 

Mountains are Nature's testimoniala of anguish. They are 
the sharp cry of a groaning and travailing creation. Nature's 
stem agony writes itself on these furrowed brows of gloomy 
stone. These reft and splintered crags stand, the dreary inn- 
ages of patient sorrow, esialing verdureiess and stem because 
exist they must. In them hearte that have ceased to rejoice, 
and have learned to suffei", find kindred, and here, an earth 
worn with countless cycles of sorrow, utters to the stars voices 
of speechless despair. 

And all this time no dinner ! All this time 11. is at the 
glacier I How do I know but slio has fallen into a crevasse ? 
How do 1 know but that a chff, one of those ice castles, those 
leaning turrets, those frosty spearmen, have toppled over upon 
her? I shudder at the reflection. 1 will write no more. 

I had just written thus tni, when in came H. aad "W. in 
high feathei'. 0, 1 had lost the greatest sight in Switzerland ! 
There was such a chasm, a mountaia cut in twain, with a 
bridge, and a man to tlirow a stone down ; and you could heai" 
it go hoom, and he held his hat ! " Not a doubt of that," sfud 
I. Then there was a cavern ia the ice, and the ice was so 
green, and the water dripped from the roof, aad a great river 
rushed out. Such was the substance of their united enthu- 
siasm . 
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Euf, alas ' it wis not enough fo lose the best glauer ia 
Switzenlaiid , I must needs lose two eiscades ^nd a tbamoia. 
Just before coming fo Mejimgen, I wis composedly riding 
down a species of itoae gnJiion, set up sif!ewis,e, cJled a. 
road, Tviien the gmJe overtook me, and recluo'^ted. me to walk, 
as the loail was bad htupid fellow' ha said nDt i word 
about cascades aad chamoi?., and so I ■t^ent down like i char 
mois myself, takmg the road that seemed beat and nearest, 
and reached the inn an hour befoie the rest Aftei waiting 
tiU I became ilirmed ind was just aendme bick a me'*senger 
to 'nquire, lo, m they came, and began to tell me ot cascades 
and cham.ois. 

" What cascade ? "What chamois ? I have not seen any ! " 
And then what a burst! "Not seen any I What, two cas- 
cades, one glacier, and a four-year-old chamois, bst in one 
day I What will become of you ? Is this the way you make 
lie tour of Switzerland ? " 

Saturday, July 23. Eode in a voiture from Mcyriageii to 
Erienz, on the opposite end of the lake from Interlachen. 
Embarked in a i-owboat of four immense oars lied by withs. 
Two men and one woman pulled three, and W. and I took 
tui-ns at the fourth. The boat being high buUt, flat bottomed, 
with awning and flagstaff, rolled and lipped so easily that soon 
H., with remorseful visage, abaudoned her attempt io write, 
and lay down. There is a fresh and savage beauty about 
this lake, which can only be realized by rowing across. 

Interlaohen is underrated in the guide books. It has points 
of unrivalled loveliness ; the ruins of the old church of Ein- 
conberg, for example, commanding a fine view of both lakes, 
of the country between, and the Alps around, white just at 
yoiir feet is a little lake in a basin, some two hundred fuel 
VOL. II. 26 
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above the otliei likea. Then, too, fiom }oui niiidow in tlio 
EelvLtlcie, jou size upon tli*' purily ol the Jungfi-au. The 
church, too, uhere on bibbith ue ittended Epi'^copal. service, 
is embowered in fohage, aad semis hke lomc New England 
villflge meeting house 

Monday, July 25. Adieu to Intedachen ! Ho for tucei-ne 
and the Righi ! Dined at Tliua in a tliunder storm. Stopped 
over night at Langnau, an out-of-tte-way place. H. and G. 
painted Alpine flowers, while I played violin. This violin 
must be of spotless pedigree, even as our Genevese friend. 

Monsieur , certified when lie reluctantly sold it me. 

None but a genuine Amati, a hundred years old, can possess 
this mysterious quality, that can breathe almost inaudible, 
like a mombeam in the parlor, or predominate imperious and 
intense over orchestra and choir, illuminalJng with its lire, like 
chwn lightning, the arches of a vast cathedraL Enchanted 
thing — what nameless spirit impregnates with magnetic ether 
the fine fibres of thy mechanism ! 

Tuesday, 26. Kode fi-om Langnan to Lucerne just in time 
to take the boat for Weggis. From the door of the Hotel de 
la Concorde, at Weggis, the guide chef fitted us out with two 
chaises d porteur, six carriers, two mules with grooms, making 
a party of fourteen in alb 

After ascending a while the scenery became singiilai'ly 
■wild and beautiful. Vast walls and cliffs of congloiaerate 
rose above us, up which our path wound in zigzags. Be- 
low us were pines, vales, fields, and hills, themselves large 
enough for mountains. There, at our feet, with its beauti- 
ful islands, bays, capes, and headlands, gleams the broad 
lake of the four cantons, consecrated by the muse of Schiller 
and the lieroibm of Tell. New plains arc unrollmg, new 
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mo ta tops sinking bolow our lange of vision. We 
plunged nto a aea of mist. It rolled and eddied, boiling be- 
ne th us Througli lis mysterious pall we saw now a skeleton 
P e stretch out its dark pointing hand — now a rock, sLapo- 
lesB a d ncoutli fi- lelow like a behemoth peti'ilied ia mid 
oceai Then n eddy o 11 sweep a apace for the sun to 
pou a flool of p,oid o h field far down at our feet, on tliat 
villa"'e o Ch mo an de with its rosy vapoi'-vvreaths, up- 
on yo d a lake n 1 n^ t a crater of blinding bi-iglitness. 
e Tent w ] i ed n a ties, mist, and mystery, trembling 
itl eh II ea a I en 1 a^m. We reached tlie summit just 
as tl e suns gazm cod were dispersing. And this is 
Ei^h K ilm 1 

Wednesday, 27. At half past three in the morning we 
were aroused by tlie Alpine bom. We sprang up, groping 
and dressing in the dark, and went out in the frosty air. As- 
cending the ridge we looked off upon a sleeping world. Mista 
lay beneath like waves, clouds, like a sea. On one side the 
Oberland Alps stretched along the horizon their pal«, blise- 
white peaks. Other mountains, indistinct in color and outline, 
chained round the whole liorizon. Tes, " the sleeping rocks 
did dream" alt over the wide expanse, as they slumbered on 
their eloudy pillow, and their di-eam was of the coming dawn. 
Twelve lakes, leaden pale or steel blue, dreamed also under 
canopies of cloud, and the solid land dreamed, and all her 
wilds and forests. And in the silence of the dream ab^ady 
the tinge of cluirvoyance Ut the gray east; a dim, diffuse au- 
rora, while yet the long, low clouds hung lusti'eless above ; nor 
coidd the eye projjhesy where should open the door in heaven. 
At length, a flush, as of shame or joy, presaged the pathway. 
Tongues of many-colored light vibrated beneath the strata of 
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clouda, now dnppled, mottloJ, streaked with fire ; tliose on 
either liaad of a Hglil, flaky, salmon tint, those in the path 
and portal of llie dawn of a gorgeous IJending and blazoning 
of golden glorii-a. The mists aU abroad stirred uneasily. Tufts 
of feathery down came up out of the mass. Soft, floivting 
films lifted from the surfjjjo and streamed away dissolvii^. 
Strange hues came out on lake and shore, far, far below. The 
air, the very air became conscious of a coming change, and 
the pale tops of distant Alps sparkled like diamonds. It was 
night in the valleys. And we heard the cocks crowing below, 
and the uneasy stir of a world preparing to awake. So Isiuah 
foresaw a, slumhering world, while Messiah's coming glanced 
upon the heights of Zion, and cried, — 

"Behold, darkness sliall coyer the earth 
And gross darkness the people ; 
But tlia Lord shall rise npon Tube, 
And bis glory shall be seen upon thoe ! " 

Hushed tfie immense crowd of spectators waited ; then he 
came. On the gray edge of the horizon, under the emblar 
zoned strata, came a sudden coal of fire, as shot from the alttu: 
of Heaven. It dazzled, it wavered, it consumed. lis lam- 
bent lines lengthened sidelong. At length, not a coal, but a 
shield, as ihe shield of Jehovah, stood above the east, ^id it 
was day. The vapor sea heaved, and broke, and rolled up 
the mountain sides. The lakes flashed hack the conquering 
splendor. The wide panorama, asleep no more, was astir 
with teeming life. 

Tuesday, July 28. One of the greatost curiosities in Lu- 
cerne is the monument to those brave Swiss guards who 
were slain for their unshaken fidelity to the unhappy Louis 
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XTT 1 I t 1 [ ot 1 lockj hill side is cut away, 

ani m tlie hv u^, strati is sculptured tlie colossal Sgure of 
a dying lioi A spear is broken off in his side, but in his 
last stni^Ie he st li defends a lii Id, marked with the Jleur 
de hs of France. Below are inacnbed in red letters, as if 
diaractered in blood, the names of tie brave officers of that 




1 band. From many a crevice in tke rock drip down 
trickUng springs, forming a pellucid basin below, whose dark, 
glossy surface, encircled with trees and shrubs, reflects the 
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image. The design of the monument is by ThonvaMseii, and 
Ihe whole effect of it hsis an inexpressible pathos, 

Eode ia our private vulture to Basle, and rested our wenj-y 
limbs at the Three Kings. 

Friday, 29. Visited tlie celebrities of Basle, and took the 
cars for Strasbourg, where we arrived in time to visit the 
minster. 

Saturday, 30. Left Strasboni^ by the Rhine morning 
boat ; a long, low, slender affair. The scenery exceedingly 
tame, like portions of the Lower Mississippi. Disembarked 
at Manheim, and drove over to Heidplberg, through a con- 
tinual giMTien. French is useless here. All our negotiations 
are in German, with W., S., and G. as a committee on gut- 



I ..Google 



SUNNY MEMORIES OF FOEEIGN LANDS. 



LETTER XXXIX. 



Mr Deak: — 

We arrived here this evening. I left the cwa with my 
hend full of the cathedral. The fii-st thing I saw, on lifting 
my eyes, was a brown spire. Said I, — 

" Ct do you think that can be the cathedral spire ? " 

" Yes, that must be it," 

" I am afraid it is," said I, doubtfully, as I felt, within, tkat 
dissolving of airy visions which I have generally fomid the 
first sensation oa visiting any celebrated object, 

The thing looked entirely too low tuid too broad for what 
I had heard of its marvellous grace anil ligiitness ; nay, some 
mischievous elf even whispered the word "dumpy" m my ear. 
Bui being informed, in time, that this was the spire, I resists 
ed the tpmptation, and detennined to make the best of it. I 
have since been comforted by reading in Goethe's autobiog- 
rapliy a criticism on its proportions quite similar to my own. 
We climbed the spire; we gained the roof. What a laoig- 
nificeut terrace ! A world itself; a panoramic view sweeping 
the horizon. Here 1 tl mes of Goethe and Herder. 

Here they have wd d m ny a me, I suppose. But the 
inside! — aforest-lik tirm m nous in holiness; windows 

many hued as tlie H b ma gloom solemn and pa- 

thetic as man's mys z n ; a richness gorgeous and 

manifold as his w In this Gothic architec- 
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posite of influences from pine forest, moimtain, and storm, 
cxprcsaing, in vast propoi-tions and gigantic masonry, tJiose 
ideaa of infinite duration and existence whidi Christianity 
opened before tliem. A barbaric wildness mingles itself with 
fandful, ornate abundance ; it ia the blossoming of northern 
forests. 

The ethereal eloquence of the Greeks could not express 
the ru^ed earnestness of souls wrestling with those fearful 
mysteries of fate, of suffering, of eternal existence, declared 
equally by nature and revelation. This architecture is He- 
braistic in spirit, not Greek; it well accoi-ds with the deep 
ground-swell of Hebrew prophets. 

" Lord, thou hast been our dweUing-place in all generations. 

" Before the mountains were brought forth, or ever thou 
hadst formed the earth and the world, even from everlasting 
to everlasting, thou art God. 

"A thousand years in tliy sight are but as yesterday when 
it is past. 

" And as a watch ia the night." 

The objection to Gothic architecture, as compared with 
Greek, is, that it is less finished and elegant. So it is. It 
symbolizes that state of mind too earnest for mere polish, too 
deeply excited for laws of exact proportions and architectural 
refinement. It is Alpine architecture — vast, wild, and sub- 
lime in its foundations, yet bursting into flowers at every iii- 

The human soul seems to mo an imprisoned essence, striv- 
ing ailer somewliat divine. There is a struggle in it, as of 
suffocated Same ; finding vent now through poetry, now in 
painting, now in music, sculpture, or architecture ; various are 

s and fissures, but the flame is one. 
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MoreoTei', as society grows from bsirbarisra. upward, it 
tends to inflorcscencej at certain periods, as clo plants and 
trees ; and some races flower later than oUiers. This archi- 
tecture was the first flowering of the Gothic raxie ; they Imd 
no Homers ; tte flame foimd vent not by imaged words and 
vitalized alphabets; they vitalized stone, and their poets were 
minster huilders ; their epics, cathedrals. 

Thisia why one cathedral — like Strasbourg, or Notre Dame 
— has a thousand fold the power of any aumher of Made- 
leines. The Madeleine is simply a building ; these are poems. 

I never look at one of them without feehng that gravitation 
of soul towards its artist which poetry always excites. Often 
the artist is unknown ; here we know him ; Erwin von Stein- 
bach, poet, prophet, priest, in architectiii'e. 

We visited his house — a house old and quaint, and to me 
fuU of suggesdoua and emotions. Ah, if there be, as the 
apostle vividly su^esla, houses not made with hands, strange 
splendors, of which these are but shadows, that vast religious 
spirit may have been finding scope for itself where all the 
forces of nature shall have been made tributary to the great 
conceptions of the soul. 

Save this cathedral, Strasbourg has nothing except peaked- 
roofed houses, dotted with wx or seven rows of gable windows. 
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LETTEE XL. 

He 1 deI.be RQ. 

My Dear; — 

To-day ive made our first essay on the Ehine. Switzerland 
is a poor preparation for admiring any eommon scenery ; but 
the Rhine from Sti-asbourg to Manheim seemed oiiSy a muddy 
strip of water, with low banks, poplars, and willows. If there 
was any thing better, we passed it while I was asleep ; for I 
did sleep, even on the classic Rhine. 

Day before yesterday, at Basle, I went into the museum, 
and there saw some original ft'agments of the Dance of Death, 
and many other pictures by Holbein, with two mlniatwre like- 
nesses of Luther and his wife, by Lucas Cranach ; tliey are in 
water colors. Catharine was no beauty at tliat time, if Lucas 
is to be trusted, and Luther looks i-ather savage. But 1 saw 
a book of autographs, aad several original letters of Luther's. 
I saw the word "Jesus" at the top of one of them, thus, 
"J. U. S." The handwriting was ftur, even, and deheate. 
I laid my hand on it, and thought his hand also had passed 
over the paper which he has made living with his thoughts. 
Melanchthon, of whom a far more delicate penmanship might 
have been expected, wrote a coarse, ru^ed hand, quite like Dr. 
Bishop's. It somehow touched my heart to see this writing of 
Luthei-'s, so fair, and clean, and flowing ; and to thijik of his 
vive and ever-surging spirits, his conflicts and his victories. 

"We were awakened, about eight o'clock this morning, by 
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the cathedral hdl, which is near by, and hy the chanting of 
the service. It was a beautiful, sunny morning, and I could 
hear them sing all the time I was dressing. I think, by the 
style of the singing, it waa Protestant service : it brought to 
mind the elms of Andover — the dewy, exquisite beauty of 
the Sabbath mornings there ; and 1 fell, more than ever, why 
am I seeking any thing more beautiful than home ? But to- 
day the sweet shadow of God'a presence is still over me, and 
the sense of his love aad protection falls silently into my soul 
like dew. 

At breakfast time Professor M. and his daughter called, as 
lie said, to place themselves at our disposal for the castle, or 
whatever we might wish to see. I intimated that we would 
prefer spending the day in our New England mannei' of re- 
tirement — a sH^estion which he took at once. 

After breakfast the servant asked us if we should like 
to have a room commanding a view of the castle. " To be 
sure," said I. So he ushered us into a large, elegantly-fur- 
nished apavtment, looking out immediately upon it. There it 
sat, upon its green throne, a regal, beautiful, poetic thing, fair 
and sad. 

We had sin^g and prayers, and a sermon fi-om C. We 
did not go to the table iThote, for we abominate its long-drawn, 
endless formalities. But one part of the arrangements we 
enjoyed without going : I mean the music To me all music 
is sacred. Is it not so? All reed music, in its passionate 
earnest, its blendings, its wild, heart-searching tones, is the 
language of aspiration. So it may not be meant, yet, when 
we know Grod, so we translate it. 

In the evening we took tea with Professor M,, in a sociable 
way, much like the saloii of Paris. Sirs. M. sat at a table 
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and poured out tea, which a servant passed about on a waiter. 
Gradually quite a circle of people dropped in — among fltem 
Professor Mittemeyer, who, I was told, is tlie profoundest law- 
yer in Germany ; also tliere was Heiurich von Gagen, who 
was head of the convention of the empii'e in 1848, and prime 
minister. He is tall, has a strongly -mnxked face, very dark 
hair and eyebrows. Thei-e was also a very young man, with 
quite light hair, named Fisher, who, Ihey told me, was one of 
the greatest philosophers of ilie time ; but government had 
taken away his license to lecture, on account of his pantheistic 
principles. I undei-stand that this has occasioned much feel- 
ing, and that some of the professors side with, and some 
against him. A lady told mo that the theological professors 
were against him. I wonder people do not see that this kind 
of suppression of opinion is a sword with two edges, which 
may cut orthodoxy equally with pantheism. '' Let both grow 
together," says Christ, " the wheat and the tares." In Amer- 
ica we do this, and a nodding crop of all sorts we have. The 
more the better ; the earth must exhaust herself before the 

BIr. M. spoke English, as did his very pretty daughter, 
Ida ; his wife only French and Gerroan. Now. if you had 
only been tliere, we might have had quite a hriUiant time ; 
but my ignorance of Gei-man kept me from talking with any 
but those who could speak Englisli, Professor Mittumeyer 
summoned English enough to make a long compliment, fo 
which I responded as usual, by looking very foolish. There 
was a well informed gentleman tliere, who was fonnerly 
private seci'etaiy to Prince Albert, and who speaks English 
weU. He has a bright, ingenious mind, and knows every 
thing, and seemed parlicuLirly wiliiiio; to give me tlip hen- 
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the hills back of the castle, and finally through the old ardied 
gateway into the grounds. I had no idea before of tlie extenl 
or the architectural beauty of the place. The terrace behind 
the castle is a most lovely spot. It wanted only silence and 
solitude to make it perfect; it was full of tourists, as also was 
each ruined nook and arch. I sauntered about alone, for C. 
had a sick headache, and was forced to sit on one of the stone 
benches. Heidelberg Castle is of vast extent, and various 
architecture ; parts of it, a guide book says, were designed by 
Michael Angelo. Over one door was a Hebrew inscription. 
Marshalled in niches in the wall stood statues of electors and 
knights in armor — sUent, lonely. The effect was quite dif- 
ferent from the old (Jothic ruins I had seen. This spoke of 
courts, of princes ; and the pride and grandeur of the past, 
contrasted with the silence and desertion, reminded me of the 
fable of the city of enchantment, where king and court were 
smitten to stone as they stood. A mournful lion's head at- 
tracted my attention, it had such a strange, sad look ; and 
there was a fountain broken and full of weeds. 

I looked on the carvings, the statues, the broken arches, 
where bluebells and wild flowers were waving, and it seemed 
inexpressibly beautiful. It haunted me in my dreams, and I 
found myself walking up and down that terrace, in a kind of 
dim, beautiful twilight, with some friend: it was a strange 
dream of joy. But I felt myself voiy ill oven while there, 
and had to take my sofa again as soon as I returned. There 
lying, I took my pencil, and drew just the view of the castle 
which I could see from my window, as a souvenir of the hap- 
piness I had felt at Heidelberg. 

Now, I know you wiU. say with me. that a day of such 
hazy, dreamy eiio)-mcnt is worth a great deal. We cannot 
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This [sketch of the castle gives only about half of it. T]ioaa 
tiny statues indicated in it on the points of the gablea are 
figures Iq armor of laige size. The two little kiosks or 
Eiimmer houses that you see, you wiU find, by turning back to 
the other picture, mark the extremities of the terrace. There 
is a singular tinge of the Moorish about this architecture 
which gives me great delight. That Moorish development 
always seemed to mo strangely exciting and beautiful. 
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JOURNAL — (C. 

Tuesday, August 2. We leave Heidelberg with regret. 
At tbe railway station occurred our first loss of baggage. As 
W. was making change in the baggage room, he missed the 
basket containing our books and sundries. Unfortimat«lj' the 
particular word for hashet had just Hen stepped out. " Wo 
ist mem — pannier V exdMmed he, giving them the French 
synonyme. They shook their heads. " Wb isl mein — basket? " 
he cried, giving them English ; they shook their heads still 

harder. " Wo tst mein " " Whe'?? — w ! " shrieked 

the steam whistle; "Ding a-ling-ling ! " went the bell, and, 
leaving his question unfinished, W. ran for the cars. 

In our car was aa elderly couple, speaking French. The 
man was evidently a quiet sort of fellow, who, liy long 
Caudling, had subdued whole volcanoa into dumbness within 
him. Little did he think what eruption fate wa^ preparing. 
H. sat opposite 7j!s liitt, which he had [ilaced on the empty 
seat. There was a tower, or something, coming ; H. rc«e, 
turned round, nnd innocently took a seat on his chapeau. 
Such a voice as came out of that mcelmess personified ! 

In the twinkling of an eye — for there is a peculiar sen- 
sation which a person experiences in sifting upon, or rather 
into a liat ; ages are condensed into moments, and be- 
tween the first yielding of the brittle top and the fintd 
crush and jam, as between the top of a steeple and the 
bottom, there n room fiir a life's reflectiun to fla.sh throtigli the 
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mind — in the twinltllng of an eye H. agonizingly felt that 
shB was sitting on a hat, that the hat was being jammed, that 
it was getting fiat and flatter every second, that the meek man 
was hoivUng in French ; and she was just thinlcing of her 
husband and children when she started to her feet, and the 
nightmare was over. The meek man, having liowled out his 
French sentence, sat aghast, stroking his poor hat, while his 
wife opposite was m con\Tilsions, aad we all agog. The gen- 
tleman then asked H if she proposed sitting where she was, 
saying, very signitioantly, ' If you do. 111 put my hat there ;" 
suiting the action to the word. "Wo did not recover from 
this all the way to Frankfort. 

Amved at Frankfort we drove to the Hotel de Eussie. 
Then, after visiting alt the lions of the place, we rode to see 
Dannecker's Ariadne. It is a heautiful female riding on a 
panther or o tiger. The light is let in through a rosy curtain, 
and the finsh as of life falls npon the beautiful form. Two 
thoughts occurred to me ; why, when we gaze upon this form 
so perfect, so entirely revealed, does it not exdte any of those 
emotions, either of shame or of desire, which the hving reality 
would excite ? And again ; why does not the immediate cou- 
faot of feminine helplessness with the most awful brute ferocity 
excite tliat horror which the sight of the same in i-eal life must 
awaken ? Why, but because we behold under a spell in the 
transflgured world of art where passion ceases, and bestial in- 
stincts are felt to be bowed to the law of mind, and of ideal 

27* 
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LETTER XLI. 

Dear ; — 

To-day we came to Erantfort, and this afternoon we have 
been driving out to see the liona, and in the first place 
the house where Goethe was born. Over the door, you re- 
memher, was the family coat of arms. Well, while we were 
looking I perceived tliat a littlo bird had accommodated the 
crest of the coat io he his own family residence, and was fly- 
ing in and out of a snug nest wherewith he had crowned it. 
Little fanciful, feathery amateiir ! could nothing suit him so 
well as Goethe's coat of arms ? I could fancy the little thing 
to he the poet's soul come back to Lave a kind of breezy hov- 
ering existence in this real world of ours — to sing, and perch, 
and soar ; for I think you told me that his principal grace and 
characteristic was an exquisite perception and expression of 
physical beauty. Goethe's house was a very grand one for 
the times, was it not ? Now a sign in the window tella us it 
is used as a manufactory of porcelain. 

Then we drove through the Jews' quarters. You remem- 
ber how queer and old they look ; they have been much mod- 
ernized since you were there. Cocker stopped before one 
house, and said somethmg in German about Rothschild, which 
C. said sounded hke "Here EotlKchild hung his hoots out" 
We laughed and rode on. 

After this we went to the Homer, the hall that you have 
told me of, where the emperors were chosen, all painted with 
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their portraits iii compartments ; and I looked out on the 
foimtain in front, that used, on these occasions, to flow with 
wine. Then I walked around to see all the emperors, and to 
wish I knew more about history. Charles V. is the only ono 
of whom 1 have any distinct recollection. 

Then we went to a kind of museum. Cocker stopped at 
tJie door, and we heard a general sputtering of gutturals 
between him, W., and G., he telling them soniething about 
Luther. I got it into my head that the manuscript of Luther's 
Bible was inside ; so I rushed forward. It was llio public li- 
brary. A colossal statue of Goctlio, by an Italian artist, was 
the first thing I saw. What a head the man Lad ! a Jupiter 
of a head. And what a presence I The statue is really ma- 
jestic; but was Goethe so much, really think you? That 
egotistical spirit shown in his Diary sets me in douht. Shak- 
speare was not self-conscious, and left no trace of egotism ; if 
he knew himself, he did not care to tell what he knew. Yet 
the heads are both great ancl majestic heads, and .would indi- 
ctee a plenary manhood. 

We went into the library, disturbing a quiet, good sort of 
bibliopole there, who, with some regret, put aside his book tt 

"Is Luther's Bible here?" W. and G. opened on him. 

" No;" but he ushered ns into a cabinet. 

"There are Luther's shoes!" 

" Shoes ! " wo all exclaimed ; and there was an irreyerenl 
laugh. Tcs, there they were in a glass case, — Ms shoes, 
large aa life, — shoes without heels; great, clumping, thick, 
and hiaek ! What an idea ! However, there was a genuine 
picture by Lucas Cranach, and another of Catharine, by Hol- 
bein, which gave more consolatory ideas of her person than 
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thit ivhich T saw before at Biialo. There were also aiito- 
giajilis of Goetibe and Scliiiler, as well as of Lutlier and 
Meianchllioa 

Our little bibliopole looked mournfully at us, as if we were 
wasting hia time, and seemed glad when we went out, C, 
thought be was huffy because we laughed at Luther's shoes ; 
but I think he was only yearning ailer his book. C. offered 
him a fee, but he would not take it. Going down stairs, 
in tiie entry, I saw a picture of the infant Goethe on an 
eagle. We rode, also, to see a bronze statue of bim in some 
street or other, and I af« an ice eream there to show my re- 
gard for him. We are delighted on the whole with Frank- 
fort. 

Now, after all, that I should forget Uie crown of aJ! our see- 
iags, Dannecker's Ariadne ! It is in a pavilion in a gentleman's 
gai-den. Could mere beauty and gi'ace delight and fill the soul, 
one could not ask for more than the Ariadne. The beautiful 
head, the throat, the neck, the bust, the hand, the arm, the whole 
attitude, are exquisite. But after all, what is it? No moral 
charm, — mere physical beauty, cold as Greek mythology. I 
thought of his Christ, and did not wonder that when he had 
turned his art to that divine representation, he should refuse 
to sculpture from classic models. " He who has sculptured a 
Christ cannot sculpture a Venus," 

Our hotel here is very beautiful. I think it must have been 
some palace, for it is adorned with fine statues, and walls of 
real marble. The staircase is beautiful, with brass railing, 
and at the foot a marble lion on each side. The walls of my 
bed room are lined with green damask, bordered by gilt bands; 
the attendance here is excellent. In every hotel of each large 
city, there ia a man who speaks English. The English lan- 
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guage is filowly and surely creeping througli Europe ; already 
it rivals die uuiversality of the Frencli. 

Two thiogs in this city have struck rae siDgularly, as pG- 
culiarly German ; one was a long-legged stork, which I saw 
standing on a chimney top, reminding me of the oft-mentioned 
" dear white stork " of German stories. Why don't storks do 
so in America, I wonder ? Another thing was, waking sud- 
denly in the middle of the night, and hearing the hymn of the 
watchman as he announced the hour. I tliink this ia a beau- 
tiful custom. 

In the morning, I determined to get into the picture gal- 
lery. Now C., who espoused to himself aa " Amaii " at 
Geneva, has been, like all young bridegrooms, very care- 
less about every thing else but his beloved, since he got it. 
Paiating, sculpture, architecture, aE must yield to music. Nor 
can all the fascinations of Eaphael or Kubens vie in his esti- 
mation with the melodies of Mozart, or the harmonies of Beet- 
hoven. So, yesterday, when we found the picture g^ery shut, 
he profanely remarked, " "What a mercy ! " And tliis morning 
I could enlist none of the party but W. to go with me. We 
were paid for going. There were two or tlu^e magnificent 
pictures of sunrise and sunset in the Alps by modern artists. 
Never tell me that the old masters have exhausted the world 
of landscape painting, at any rate. Am I not competent to 
judge because I am not an artist ? Wliat I do not all persons 
feel themselves competent to pronounce on the merits of nat- 
ui-al landscapes, and say which of two scenes is finer ? And 
are painters any greater artists than God ? If they say that 
ive are not competent fo judge, because we do not understand 
the mixing of colors, the mysteiues of foreshortening, and all 
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tiiat, I would ask tliem if they understand how God mixes his 
colors ? " Canst thou understand the balancing of the clouds ? 
tlie wondrous ways of Ilim who is perfect in wisdom ? " If, 
therefore, I may dare to form a judgment of God's origiaals, 
1 also will dare tn judge of man's inutations. Nohody shall 
impose old, black, smoky Poussins and Salvator Eosas on 
me, and so insult my eyesight and common sense as to 
malte me confess tliey are better than pictures which I can 
see have ali the freshness and bloom of the liviug i-eality upon 
them. 

So, also, a most glorious picture here. The Trial of John 
Husa before the Council of Constauce, by Lessing — one of 
the few things I have seen in painting whicli have had power 
deeply to affect me. 1 have it not in my heart to criticize it 
as a mere piece of coloring and finish, though in these re- 
spects I thought it had great merits. Bat the picture had the 
power which al! high art must have, of rebuking and silencing 
these minor mquniea in the solemnity of its rttorah. I be- 
lieve the highest painter oftea to be the subject of a sort 
of inspiration by which his works have a vitality of sug- 
gestion so that they sometimes bring to the beholder even 
more than he him^elt conceived when he created them. In 
thii picture, the idta that most impressed me was, the repre- 
sentation of that more refined and subtle torture of martyrdom 
which consists la the incertitude and weakness of an individual 
against whom is arrayed the whole weight of the religious 
community If agtinst the martyr only the worldly and dis- 
solute stood ai rayed, lie could bear it ; but when the church, 
claiming to be the vi-ible representafive of Christ, casts him 
owl , when multitudes of pious and holy souls, as yet unea- 
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lightened in their piety, lools on him with horror as an infidel 
and blasphemer, — then cornea the very wrench of the rack. 
As long as the body is strong, and t!ie mind clear, a conscious- 
ness of i-ight may sustain even this ; but there come weakened 
hours, when, worn by prison and rack, the soul asks itself, 
C p ta d 
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s, and the yeOow, corpse-hke pallor of his lace, tell 
of prison and of suffering. He is defending himself; fmd there 
is a trembling earnestness in the manner with which his hand 
grasps the Bible, With a passionate agony he seems lo say, 
" Am I not right ? does not this word say it ? and is it not 
the word of God ? " 

So have I read the moral of this noble picture, and in it I 
felt that I had seen an example of that true mission of art 
which will manifest itself more and more in this world as 
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Christ's kingiJom comes; art whicJi is not a mero jugglery 
of colors, a gymnastic display of effects, but a solemn, ia- 
spiring poetry, teacMng us to live and die for that which is 
nohiest and traest. I think thia picture much superior to its 
companion, the Martyrdom of Huss, which I had already 
seen in America. 
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JOURKAL— {C. 

Wedkksday, August 3. Frankfort to Cologne. Hun-iiii 
for the Ehine 1 At eleven we left tlie princely palace, calling 
itself Hotel de Euasie, whose lialla are walled with marble, 
and adorned with antique statues of immense value. Lo, 
SIS we were just getting into our carriage, the lost parcel ! 
basket, shawl, cloak, and a!l I We tore along to the station ; 
rode pleasantly over to Mayeaz ; made our way on board a 
steamer loaded down with passengers ; estabUshed ourselves 
finally in the centre of all things on five stools, and deposited 
our loose change of ba^age in the cabin, 

The steamer was small, narrow, and poor, though swift. 
Thus we began to see the Ehine under pressure of circum- 
stances. 

The French and Germans cliatted merrily. The English 
tourists looked conscientiously careworn. Papa with three 
daughters peered alternately into the guide book, and out of 
the loophole in the awning, in evident terror lest something 
they ought to see should slip by them. Escaping from the 
jam, we made our way to the bow, carrying stools, umbrellas, 
and boohs, and there, on the very beak of all things, we had 
a fine view. Duly and dutifully we admired Bingpn, Cob- 
!■ nlz, Ehrenbreitstein, Bonn, Drachenfcls, and all the other 
celebrities, and read Chiide Haiold on the Rhine, Reached 
t'ologne at nine. 

Thursday, August 4. Wcdro^i to the e.itlWrah I thdl! 
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not recapitulate Murray, nor give architectural details. I was 
satisfied with what I saw and heard, and wished that so mag- 
nificent a conception, so sublime a hlossom of stone sculpture, 
might come to ripe maturity, not as a church, indeed, but 
rather as a beautiful peirifaetion, a gi-owth of pi-oliiic, exuber- 
ant natiii-e. "Why should not the yeasty brain of man, fer- 
menting, fjolli over in such crestwork of Gothic pinnacle, 
spire, and column ? 

The only service I appreciated was the organ and chant : 
hidden in the midst of forest arches of stone, pouring forth its 
volumes of harmony as by unseen minstrelsy, it seemed to 
create an atmosphere of sound, in which the massive columns 
seemed transfused, — not standing, as it were, but floating, — 
not resting, as with weight of granite mountains, hut grow- 
ing as by a spirit and law of development. Filled with those 
vast waves and undulations, the immense edifice seemed a 
creature, tremulous with a life, a soul, an instinct of its own ; 
and out of its deepest heart Uiere seemed to struggle upward 
breathings of unutterable emotion. 
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Cologne, 10 o'clock, Hotel Eellevue. 

The great oW city is before me, looming up across the 
EHne, wbich lies spread out lite a molten lookiiig glass, all 
quivering and wavering, reflecting tlio thousand lights of the 
city. We have been on flie EMne all day, gliding among its 
picture-lilie scenes. But, alas I I had a headache ; the boat 
was crowded ; one and all smoked tobacco ; and in vain, mi- 
der such circumstances, do we sec that nature is fair. It is 
not enough to open one's eyes on scenes ; one must he able to 
be en rt^port with them. Just so in the spiritual world, we 
sometimes see great traths, — see that God is beauliful, glori- 
ous, and surpassingly lovely ; hut at other times we feel both 
nature and God, and 0, how different seeing and feeling 1 To 
say the truth, I have been quite homesick to-day, and leaning 
my head on the rails, pondered an immediate flight, a giving 
up of all engagements on the continent and in England, an 
immediate rush homeward. Does it not seem absurd, that, 
when within a few days' journey of what has been the long- 
desired dream of my heart, I should feel so — — that I should 
actually feel that I had rather take some more of our pleasant 
walks about Andover, than to see all that Europe has to 

This morning we went to the Cologne Cathedral. In the 
exterior of both this and Strasbourg I was disappointed ; but 
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in tlie interior, who could be ? There ia a maJHsty ahout those 
up-springing arches — tliose columns so liglit, so lofty — it 
makes one feel as if rising like a cloud. Then the innumei-a^ 
ble complications and endless perspectiveiS, arch above arch 
and arch within arch, all lighted up and colored by the painted 
glass, and all this filled with the waves of the chant and the 
organ, rising and falling like the noise of the sea ; it was one 
of the few overpowering things that do not satisfy, because 
they transport you at once beyond (lie restless anxiety to ha 
satisfied, and leave you no time to ask the cold question, Am 
I pleased ? 

All, surely, I s^d to myself, as I walked with a kind of ex- 
ultation among those loity arches, and saw the clouds of in- 
cense ascending, the kneeling priests, and heard the pathetic 
yet gi'aod voices of the chant — surely, there is some part in 
man that calls for such a service, for such visible images of 
grandeur and beauty. The wealth spent on these churches is 
a sublime and beautiful protest against materialism — against 
that use of money which merely brings supply to the coarse 
animal wants of life, and which makes of God's house only a 
bare pen, in which a man sits to be instructed in his duties. 

Tet a moment after I had the other side of the question 
brought forcibly to my mind. In an obscure comer was a 
coarse wooden ahrine, painted red, in which was a doll dressed 
up in spangles and tinse!, to represent the Virgin, and hung 
round with little waxen effigies of arms, hands, feet, and legs, 
to represent, I suppiMe, some favor which had been accorded 
to these members of her several votaries through her inter- 
cessions. Before this shrine several poor people were kneel- 
ing, with clasped hands and bowed heads, praying with an 
earnestness which was sorrowful to see. " Tiiey have taken 
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away their Lord, and tliey know not where tliey have laid 
him." Such is the end of this superb idolatiy iu the illiter- 
at« and the poor. 

Yet if we could, would we efiSwe from the world such cathe- 
drals as Strasbourg and Cologne ? I discussed the question 
of outward pomp and ritual with myself while I was walking 
deliberately round a stone balustrade on the roof of the 
church, and looking out through the flying buttresses, upon 
the broad sweep of the Ehiue, and the queer, old-timea houses 
and spires of the city. I thought of the splendors of the 
Hebrew ritual and temple, instituted by God himself, I ques- 
tioned where was the text in the gospel that forbade such a 
ritual, provided it were felt to be desirable ; and then I thought 
of the ignorance and stupid idolatry of those countries where 
this ritual is found in greatrat splendor, and asked whether 
these are the necessary concomitants of such churches and 
such forms, or whether they do not result from other causes. 
The Hebrew ritual, in a far more sensuous age, had its sculp- 
tured cherubim, its pictorial and artistic wealth of represen- 
tation, its gorgeous priestly vestments, its incense, and its 
chants ; and they never became, so far as we know, the ob- 
jects of idolatrous veneration. 

But I love to go back over and over the scenes of that ca- 
thedral ; to look up those arches that seem to me, in their 
buoyant lightness, to have not been made witti hands, but to 
have shot up like an enchantment — to have risen lilte an 
aspiration, an impernonation of the upward swepp of the soul, 
in its loftiest moods of divine communion. There were about 
five minutes of feeling, worfli all the discomforts of getting 
here ; and it is only for some such short time that we caa 
enjoy — then our prison door closes. 
2S* 
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There are four painted glass windows, ^yen by the King of 
Bavaria. I have got for H. the photograph of two of them, 
represenfing the birth and death of Chi'isL They are gor- 
geous paintings by the first masters. The windows round the 
choir were painted in a style that reminded me of our forests 
in autumn. 

"W U aft bhmities came a farce. "We m ent to St. TJr- 

«la h Is t the hones of the eleven thousand Mrgins, 

1 th 1 m i ys, were slain here bfcaufe they would 
n t b eak tl w of chastity. I was much amused. As 

w n d th h h, C. remarked impressively, " It is evi- 
dent that these virgins have no connection with cologne wa- 
ter ! " The faH was lamentably apparent. Doleful looking 
figures of virgins, painted in all the colors of the rsunbow, 
were looking down upon ua from all quarters ; and in front, 
in a glass frame, was a bill of fare, in French, of the relics 
which could be served up to order. C. read the list aloud, 
and then we proceeded to a small side room to see the exliibi- 
tion. The upper portion of the walls was covered with small 
bones, strung on wires and arranged in a kind of fanciful ara- 
besque, much as shell boxes are made ; and the lower part 
was taken up with busts in silvei- and gold gilding, represent- 
ing still the interminable eleven thousand. A sort of cup- 
board door half opened showed the shelves all full of skulls, 
adorned with little satin caps, coronets, and tinsel jewelry; 
which skulls, we were informecl, were the original he^d-pieces 
of the same redoubtable females. 

At the other end of the room was a raised stage, wiiere the 
most holy relics of all wei'e being displayed, under the devout 
eye of a priest in a long, black robe. C. and I went npon the 
slage to be instructed, S., whom the aforesaid lack of colc^e 
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water in the establishment liad rendered peculiarly unpropi- 
tioiis, stood at a majestic distance ; but C, asaumlcg an air of 
pi-ofound faith, stood up to he initiated. 

" That," says the priesl, in a plaintire voice, pitched to the 
exact point between lamentation and veneration, " is the ring 
of St. Ursula." 

" Indeed," says C, " her ring ! " 

" Tes," says the priest, " it was fouiid m her tomb." 

" It was found in her tomb -^ only think ! " says C, turning 
gravely to me. I had to look another way, while the priest 
proceeded to inti-oduce, by name, four remarkably yellow 
sltuUs, with tastefully ti-immed red caps on, as those of St. 
Uraula and sundry of her most intimate friends. S. looked 
gloriously indignant, and C. increasingly solemn. 

" Dere," said the priest, opening an ivory box, in which 
was about a quart of teeth of different sizes, " dere is de teeth 
of the eleven thousand." 

" Indeed," eclioes C, " their teeth ! " 

S,, at this, waxed magnificent, and, as a novel wrilci- would 
say, swept from the apartment. I turned round, sliaking 
with laughter, while the priest went on. 

" Dere is a rib of Si. ." 

" Ah; Ilia rib ; indeed ! " . 

" And dere is de arrow as pierced the heart of St. Ursula." 

"H.," says C, "here is.tlie ai-row that killed St. Ui^ula." 
(The wicked scamp knew I was laughing!) 

" Dere is the net that was on her hair." 

"This is what she wore on her hair, then," says C, eyeing 
the rag with severe' and. ladancholy gravity. 

" And here is sofite of 'the blood of the marfyr Stephen," 
says the priest, holding a glass case with some mud in it. 
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In tlie same way he showed two thorns fvom the crown of 
Christ, and a piece of the Virgin's petticoat. 

" And here is tlie waterpot of stone, in which our Lord, made 
tlie wine at the marriage in Cana." 

"Indeed," said C, examining it with great interest ; "where 
are the rest of tliem ? " 

" The rest ? " says tlie priest. 

" Tes ; I tliink there were six of them ; where are they ? " 

The priest only went over the old story. "This came from 
Eome, and the piece bi-oken out of the side is at Kome yet." 

It is fo he confessed that I felt in my heart, through this 
disgusting recital, some of S.'s indignation ; and I could not 
help agreeing with her that the odor of sanctity, as generally 
developed in the vicinity, vias any thing but agreeable. I did 
long to look, that man once steadily in the eyes, to see if he 
was such a fool as he pretended ; hut the ridiculousness of the 
whole scene overcame me so that I could not look up, and I 
mai'ched out in silence. The whole church is equally full -of 
virgins. The-altar piece is a vast picture of the slaughter, 
not badly painted. Through vai'ious glass openings you per- 
ceive that the walls arc full of the bones and skulls. Did- the 
worship of Egypt ever sink lower in horrible and loafliaome 
idolatry ? I had heard of such things hut it i^ tne thing to 
hear of them, and another fo see them by the hght of this 
nineteenth century, in a eit^ who e streets bok much, hte the 
streets of aay other, and when- men and n omen aj peai much 
as they do anywhere else Hcrt \>e saw mine moinmg, 
the splendor and the rottenness ot the Romish ty tern From 
those majestic arches, that tiiumphint chant there is but a 
step down to the worsl ij ot dead mens hones aid all un- 
cleanness. 
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We went also into the Jesuits' clnii'ch. The effect, to my 
eye, was that of & profusion of tawdiy, dirty ornament ; only 
the railing of the clioir, which was a splendid piece of carving, 
cut from a single hlock of Carrara mai-ble. 

The guide book prescribes, I think, no less than half a 
dozen churches in Cologne as a dose for the faithful; but wo 
were satisfied with these three, and went back to our hotel. 
As a general thing I would not recommend more than three 
churches on an empty stomach. 

The outer wall of Cologne is a very fine specimen of forti- 
fication, (I am quoting my guide book,) and we got a perfect 
view of it in crossing tlie bridge of boats to return to our liotel. 
Why they have a bridge of boats here I cannot say ; perhaps 
oa account of the width and swiftness of the river. 

Having heard so much of the dirt and vile smells of Cologne, 
I was surprised that our drive took us through streets no way 
differing from those of most other cities, and, except in the 
vicinity of the eleven thousand virgins, smeihng no worse. 
Still, there may be vile, ill-smelling streets ; but so there are 
in Edinburgh, London -md New Yoik 

From Colognp we ■n ent, at four o clock to Dusaeldorf, a 
little town, celebrated for the Lead quarteia of the Dusseldorf 
school of pamtmg I caituot unagme why they chose this 
town for a school of the fine aits, as it i^ altogether an indif- 
ferent, uninlerehtmg place It lo about an hour's ride from 
Cologne. We arrived theie m time to go mto the exhibition 
of the works of the artists, which la open all summer. I don't 
know how good a specimen it is, but I thought it rather indif- 
ferent. There were some few paintings that interested me, 
but nothing equal to those I have seen in the Dusseldorf gal- 
lery at home. Whittridge lives there, but, unfortunately, was 
gone for eight days. 
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Our hotel was pleasant — opening on a walk shaded by 
double rows of ti-eeis. "We ordered a nice little tea in our 
room, and waxed quite merry over it. 

This morning we started at seven, and here we are to-night 
in Leipsic — as uninteresting a country as I have seen yet. 
Moreover, we had passed beyond the limits of our Ehine 
guide book, and as yet had no other, and so did not know any 
thing about the few objects of interest which presented them- 
selves. The railroads, of course, persist in their invariable 
habit of running you up against a dead wall, so that you see 
nothing where you atop. 

The city of Magdeburg is the only interesting object I 
have seen. I had a ffur view of its cathedral, which I think, 
though not so imposing, yet as picturesque and beautiful aa 
any I remeniher to have seen ; and its old wall, too. We 
ehaaged oars here, going through the wall into the city, and I 
saw just enough to make me wish to see more; and now to-night 
we are in Leipac 

Morning. We are going out now, and 1 must mail this 
letter. To-morrow we spend at Ilalle. 
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J U n N A L— (Continued.) 

Friday, August S. DusseMorf to Leipsic, tliree hundred 
and seventy-three miles. A very level and apparently fer- 
tile coiintrj. If weU governed it ought to increase vastly in 
riches. 

Saturday, August 6. Called at the counting ]io«s« of 11. 
Tauchnitz, the celebrated publisliei'. An hour after, accom- 
panied by Mi-s. T., he came with two open carriages, and took 
us to aee the c tj a d en t o We visited the battle ground, 
and saw the spot 1 re Nipoleoa stood during tlie engage- 
ment a iJ ght e!e a o com nin 1 ng an immense plain in 
ev ry d rect o w th the sp res of the city rismg in the dis- 
tance After seera"'varo a aghta of mteiest, we retunied 
to our hotel, where our kmd liiend^ took tlieir leave. In the 
afternoon M. Tauchnite sent H a package of his entertaining 
English pahlicaiions, to read in the cira, also a Murray for 
Gfermany. H. and I then took the cara for Halle, where we 
hoped to apend the Sabbath and meet with Dr. Tholuck. 
Travellers sometimes visit Chamouni without seeing Mont 
Blanc, who remaina enveloped in clouds during their stay. 
So with us. In an tourwewere in rooms at fJie Kron Prince. 
We sent a note to the professor; the waiter returned, saying 
that Dr. Tholuck was at Kiasengen, Our theological Mont 
Blanc was hid in mist. Blank enough looked we ! 

"H., is there no other professor we want to eesF" 

" I believe not." 
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Pensively slie read one of the Tauchnitz Libraij. Plaia- 
tively my Amati aghed condolenc*. 

" H.," said I, " perhaps we might reach Dresden to-nigit." 

" Do yoa thmk so ? Is it possible ? Is there a train ? " 

" We can soon ascertain." 

" How amazed they would look I " 

"We suimaoned the maitre d'hotel, ordered lea, paid, packed, 
raced, ran, and hurried, presto, prestissimo, into a car half 
choked irith voyagera, changed lines at Leipsic, and shot off to 
Dresden. By deep midnight we were thundering over the 
gi-eat stone Pont d'Elbe, to the Hotel de Sase, where, by one 
o'clock, we were lost in. dreams. 

In the morning the question was, how to find our parly. 

" Waiter, bring me a directory." 

"Tliere is no directory, sir." 

"No directory? Then how shall we contrive lo find our 
friends ? " 

" Monsieur has friends residing in Dresden ? " 

" No, no ! our party that came last night from Leipsic." 

" At what hotel do they stop ? " 

"That is precisely what I wish to find out." 

" Will monsieur allow me to give their description to the 
police?" 

(O, ho, thought I ; that is your directory, is it? Wonder 
if that 78 tlie reasoa you have none printed.) " M>n, merci," 
said I, and set off on foot to visit the principal hotels. I knew 
they would go by Murray or Bradshaw, and lo, sure enough 
they were at the Hotel Bellevtte, just sitting down to break- 
fast S. started as if she had seen a ghost. 

" Why, where did you come from ? What has happened ? 
Where is II. ? Wo thought you were in Halle ! " 
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Explanations followed. H. was speedily transferred to their 
hotel, where they had bespoken rooms for us ; and we saEied 
forth to the court churLh to heir the music of high mass. 

This music 13 celebrated throughout Geimany It is, 
therefoie, undoubtedly supenoi. The oigan la noble, the 
opera company royal But more perfect thaii all combined 
are the echoei of the churLh, which (thoUj^h the guide book, 
does not mention it) ntilhf y every efieet. 

Monday, S. Visited the walls and gardens on the banks of 
the Elbe. The sky was clear, the weather glorious, and all 
nature full of joy. "We ahnoat think Ibis Elbe another 
Seine ; these Briilikche gardens and terraces, these majestic 
old bridges, and cleft city, another Paris ! Here, too, is that 
out-of-doors life, life in gardens, we admire so much. Break- 
fest in the public gardens ; hundreds of little groups sipping 
their coffee I Dinner, tea, and supper in the gardens, with 
music of birds and bands ! 

Visited the Picture Gallery. If one were to chance upon 
an altar in this Grerraan Athens inscribed to the "unknown 
god," he might be tempted to suggest that that deity's name 
is Decency. 

The human form is indeed divine, as M. Belloc insists, and 
rightly, sacredly drawn, cannot offend the purest eye. AU 
nature is symbolic. The universe itself is a complex symbol 
of spiritual ideas. So in the structure and relation of the hu- 
man body, some of the highest spiritual ideas, the divinest 
mysteries of pare worship, are designedly shadowed forth. 

If, then, the ptunter rightly and sacredly conceives the divine 
meaning, and creates upon the canvas, or in marble, forms of 
exalted ideal loveliness, we cannot murmur even if, like Adam 
and Eve in Eden, " they m'e naked, an<l are not ashamed." 
VOL. ir, 29 
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And yet even sacred tilings love mystery, and holiest emo- 
tions claim reserve. Nature herself seems to (ell «a thiit tlie 
more sacred some woi'ts of Eirt might he, the less they should 
be unveiled. There are flowers tliat will wither in the sun. 
The passion of love, when developed according to the divine 
order, is, evea in its physical relations, so holy that it cannot 
retain its delicacy under tlie sultry blaze of profane publicity. 

But it is far othei'wise with paintings where the animus is 
cot sacred, nor the meaning spiritual. No excellences of 
coloring, no marvels of foreahorteniug, no miracles of mechan- 
ism can consecrate die salacious images of aij-thologic abom- 
ination. 

The cheek that can forget to blush at the Venus and Cupid 
by Titian, at Leda and her Swan, at Jupit«r and lo, and others 
of equally evil intent, ought never to pretend to blush at any 
thing. Such pictures are a disgrace to the ai'tisls that painted, 
to the age that tolerates, and to the gallery that contains them. 
They are fit for a bi^nio rather than a public exhibition. 

Evening. Dresden is the home of Madame Jenny Lind 
Goldschmidt. H. sent her card. This evening Mr, G. called 
to express i^egref that she was unable to see any one, on 
account of her recent confinement. He kindly offered us the 
nseof Iiis carriage and assistance in aghtseeing. H. discussed 
with him the catalogues of the gaJlery of paiofings. As to 
music, we learn, with regret, that it is out of season for con- 
certs, oratorios, or any tiling worth hearing. 

"Wednesday, August 10. Dresden to Berlin, Drove to 
Charlottenhurg, and saw the monument of Queen Louisa. 

Thursday, 11. Visited the Picture Gallery, and various 
stores and shops. 

Saturday, August 13. Bei-lin to Wiltenbcrg, tivo hours 
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rids. Examined the Sohloss-Kirche, whei-e Lutlier is buried, 
pissing on oui i\ ^y through the public square containing his 
monument 

At nme in the e\emng toolv uas for Tifurf That night 
ride, with the moon xnd one stir hinging bpautifully over the 
horizon WTS pleasint. There is a wild and thrilling excite- 
ment m thus plunging through the mysteiious night in a land 
utterly unknown. Eeaclied Erfurt at two in the mommg. 

Monday, August 15. Erfurt to Eisenach by eight. Drove 
to the Wavtbui'g. 
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LETTER XLIII. 

DsBaDBir. 



I went to Dreailen aa an art-pilgnm p n pally to see 
Etiplmers great picture of the Madonna tli San S sto ppoa- 
ing that to he the best specimen of h s us out of Italy. 

On my way I diligently studied the gu de book of Ih-rt Jade- 
fatigable friend of the traveller, Mr. Murray, in which de- 
scriptjona of the finest pictures are given, with the observations 
of artists ; so that inexperienced persons may know exaefly 
what to think, and where to think it. My expectations had 
been so often disappointed, that my pulse was somewhat calm- 
er. Nevertheless, the glowing eulogtums of these celebrated 
artists could not but stimulate anticipation. "We made our 
way, therefore, first to the scUon devoted to the works of 
Raphael and Correg^o, and soon found ourselves before the 
grand pamting. Trembling with eagerness, I looked up. 
Was that the picture? "VV. whispered to me, "I think we 
have mistaken the ptunting." 

"No, we have not," said I, stru^llng (o overcome the dis- 
appointment which I found creeping over me. The source 
of this disappomtment was the thin and faded appearance of 
the coloring, which at fiist suggested to me tlio idea of a 
water-colored sketch. It had evidently suffered barbai'ously 
in the process of cleanmg, a fact of whidi I liad been fore- 
warned. This circumstance has a particularly unfavorable 
effect on a putiue of Raphael's, because his coloring, at best. 
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is delicate and reserved, and, aa eompai'cd with tliat of Ru- 
bens, approa<:he9 to povei'ty ; so that lie can ill afford to lose 
any thing in this way. 

Then as to conception and arraiigement, there was much 
which annoyed me. The Yirgin and Child in the centre are 
represented aa rising in the air ; on one side helow them is the 
kneeling figure of Pope Sixtus ; and on the other, tliat of St. 
Barbara. How this Pope Sixtus is, in my eyes, a very home- 
ly old man, aad as I think no better of homely old men for 
being popes, his presence in the pictureis an annoyance. St 
Barbara, on the other side, has the most beautiful head and 
face that could be represented ; but then she is kneeling on a 
cloud with such a judicious and coquettish arrangement of her 
neck, shoulders, and face, to show every fine point in tliem, aa 
makes one feel that no siunt {unless with a Parisian education) 
could ever have dropped into such a position in the ahandon 
of holy rapture. In short, she looks like a theafricaJ actress ; 
without any sympathy with the solemnity of the i-eligious con- 
ception, who is there merely because a beautiful woman was 
wanted to fill up the picture. 

Then that old, faded gi-een curtain, which is painted as 
banging down on either side of the picture, is, to my eye, a 
nuisance. The whole interest, therefore, of the piece concen- 
trates in the centre figures, the Madonna and Child, and two 
angel children gazing up from tlie foot of the picture. These 
angel children were the first point on which my mind rested, 
in its straggle to overcome its disappointment, and bring itself 
en rapport with the artist. In order fully to appreciate their 
spiritual beauty, one must have seen an assortment of those 
things caHed angels, which occur in the works of the old mas- 
ters. Generally speaking, I know of notliing move calculated 
99* 
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to motlcrsite aiiy undue eagerness to go to heaven tliaii tlio 
common rtm of canvas aiigela. Far the greater pai-t are 
roistering, able-bodied fellows with wings, giving indisputable 
signs of good living, and of a coarseness slightly suggestive 
of blackguardism. Far otherwise with tJiese fair creatures, 
with their rainbow-colored wings, and tlieir serene, upturned 
eyes of thought baptized with emotion. They are the first 
things I have seen worthy of my ideas of Raphael. 

As to the Madonna, I think that, when Wilkie says she is 
"nearer the perfection of female elegance and grace than any 
thing in panting," lie docs not spesk vith discrimination. 
Mere physical beauty and gi-ace are not i/ie characteristics of 
the figure: many more perfect forms can be found, both oa 
canvas and in marble. But tlie merits of the figure, to my 
mind, are, first, its historic accuracy in representing the dark- 
eyed Jewish maiden ; second, the wonderful fuhiess and depth 
of expression thrown into the face ; and third, the mysterious 
resemblance and sympathy between the face of the mother 
and that of die divine child. To my eye, this picture has pi'e- 
cisely that which Muriilo's Assumption in the Louvre wants; 
it has an unfathomable depth of earnestness. The MuiiQo 
is its superior in coloring and grace of arrangement. At first 
sight of the Murillo every one exclaims at once, " How beau- 
tiful I" — at sight of this they are silent. Many aie at first 
disappointed ; but the picture fastens the attention, and grows 
upon the thoughts ; while that of Murillo is dismissed with 
tlie woi'da of admiration on the lips. 

This picture excited my ponderings and imjuiries. There 
was a conflict of emotion in that mother's face, and shadowed 
mysteriously in the child's, of whieh I queried, Was it fear ? 
was it sorrow ? was it adcration and faitli ? w^as it a presago 
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of thu hour ivlien a awoi'd sboiiM pierce thi-ougli lior own. 
soul ? Tel^ ■mih this, was tUere not a solemn triumph in the 
thoaght that she done, of nil women, had heen called to that 
baptism of anguish? And in that infant face there Seemed 
a, foreshadowing of the spirit which add, "Now is my soul 
troubled ; and what shall I say ? Father, save me fi'om this 
hour? But for this cause came I unto this hour." 

The deep-feeliiig . soul which coaceived this picture has 
spread over the whole divhie group a tender aud transparent 
shadow of sorrow. It is this idea of sorrow ia heaven.-:— sor- 
row, for the lost, in .the heai-tof Grod himself — which forms the 
most saei-ed mystery of Christianity ; and info this innermost 
temple of sorrow had Raphael penetrated. He is a sacred 
poet^ and his poetry has precisely that trait which Milton 
lacks — tenderness and sympathy. This picture, so. unat- 
tractive to the fancy in merely physical recommendation, has 
formed a deeper part of laj inner consdousness than any I 
have yet seen. I can recall it with perfect distinctness, and 
often retura to ponder it in my heart. • . 

In this room there was. also the chef-d'aiu3»-e of Correg^o 
— his celebrated Notte, or the Nativity of Jesus; and, that 
you may know what 1 ought to have thought, I will quote you 
a sentence from WUkie. " All the powers of art are here 
united to make a perfect work. Here the simplicity of the 
drawing of the Virgin and Child is sliown in contrast with the 
foreshortening of the group of angels — the strongest unity 
of effect with the most perfect system of intricacy. The 
emitting the light from the body of the child, tlioiigh a super- 
natural illusion, is eminently successful, The.matddess beauty 
of the Virgin and Child, the group of angels overhead, the 
daybreak in the sky, aud tlie whole arrangement of light and 
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sliiidow, giva it a. riglit to be considered, in conii^ption at least, 
tlie gi'oiitest of Ms work'*.'' 

I sidd before tliat light aud shadow were CoiTeggio's gods 
— that the great pm-pose for nhieh he lived, moved, and had 
his heing, was to show up light aud ehadow. Now, so long 
as be paints only indifferent objects, — Jfymphs, and Fauna, 
and m jthologic divinities, — I had no objection. Ligiit and 
shadow are beautiful things, capable of a thousand blendings, 
soiUninga, and haiTaonizin^, which one loves to have repre- 
sented : the great Artist of all loves hght and shaduw ; why 
else does he play such a magical succession of changes upon 
them through all creation? But for an artist to make fhe 
most solemn mystery of religion a mere tributary to the 
exhibition of a trick of art, is a piece of pi-ofanity. What 
was in this man's head when he painted this representafion of 
die hour \\ hen hia Maker was made flesh that he might i-e- 
deem a woild ? Nothing but chiaroscuro and foreshorten- 
ing. Tliis overwhelming scene would give him a fine chance 
to do two things: first, to represent a phosphorescent hglit 
fi-om ■ the body of the child ; and second, to show off some 
foi-eshoi'tened angels. Kow, as to these angels, I have shaply 
to remark that I should prefer a seraph's head to hia heels ; 
and that a group of archangels, kicking fi-om the canvas with 
such alarming vigor, however much it may illustrate fore- 
shortening, does not illustrate either glory to God in the high- 
est, or peace on earth and good will to men. Therefore 1 
have quarrelled with Correggio, as I always expected to do if 
he profaned the divine mysteries. How couid any one, who 
had a soul to understand that most noble creation of Eaphael, 
turn, the aest moment, to admire this ? 

Here also are sis others of Correggio's most celebrated 



I ..Google 



STTUNY UEMOEIES OP TOKEIGN LANDS. S43 

pMiitJngs. They are al! mere representations of fJie physical, 
with litlJe of the moral. His picture of the Virgin and Child 
reprCi^ents simply a very graceful, beautiful woman, holding a 
fine little child. His peculiar excellences in the management 
of his lights and shades appear in alL 

In one of the halls we found a Magdalen by Battoni, which 
gave me more pleasure, on first sight, than aay picture in tbe 
gallery. It is a Iife-«ized figure of the Magdalen Btvetched 
upon the ground, reading an open Bible. I like it, first, be- 
cause the figure is eveiy way beautiful and weU proportioned ; 
second, on aeeount of an elevated simplicity in the arrange- 
ment and general effect. The dark, rocky background throws 
out distinctly the beautiful figure, raised on one elbow, her 
■on^ golden hair floating luoseiy down, as she bends forward 
over her book with parted lips, slightly flushed clieek, and an 
air of rapt and pleased attention. Though the neck and 
bosom are exposed, yet there is an angelic seriousness and 
gravity in the eoneeption of the piece which would check an 
earthly thought. The woman la of that high class about 
whom there might seem to be a hovering angelic presence — 
the perfection of beauty and symmptry, without a tinge of 
sensual atti'action. 

Mil these rooms are full of artista copying difierent paint- 
ings, — some upon slaiis of Dresden china, — producing pic- 
tures of exquisite finish, and verj' pretty as boudoir orna- 

At^er exhausting thii fiist ixjom, we walked through the, 
galleries, wMcli 1 will name, to gite you some idea of t'li'ir 
extent. 

Two rooms, of old German and Dutch masters, ai-e cu- 
rious, aa exhibiting the iipward struggles of art. Many of the 
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pictures are hai-d as a tavern sign, and aa ill drawn ; but tliey 
mark tiie era of dawning efibrL 

Tlien a long corridor of Dutcli pfUDtiogs, in wliieli liubena 
figures conspicuously, displaying, as usual, ail i 
scarlet abominatioiB, mixed Tvitli most triumpliant s 
He lias a boar bunt here, wbich is absolutely terrific Ku- 
beus has a power peculiar to himself of throwing into the 
eyes of animals the phosphorescent m^nelic gleam of life and 
passion. Here also was a sketch of his for a lai^e picture at 
Munich of the Last Judgmeat, in wiiich the idea of physical 
toi-ture is enJarged upon with a most revolting vigor of im- 
agery. 

Then a small loom devoted to the Spanish and Italian 
schools, containing pictures by MuriUo and Velasquez. Then 
the French hall, where were two magnifiLcnt Claudes, the 
finest I ha<l yet seen. They were covered with glass, (a bad 
arrangemenl,) which rendered one of them almost entirely un- 
ieeahle. I studied these long, ivith much interest. The com- 
binations were poetical, the foregrounds minutely finished, even 
to the paiutmg of flowers, and the fine invisible veil of ether 
that covers the natural landscape given as I have never be- 
fore seen it. The peculiarity of these pieces is, that they are 
painted in ^een — a most common arrangement in God's 
laudscapes, but veiy uncommon in those of gi-eat masters. 
Painters give us trees and grounds, brown, yellow, red, choco- 
late, any color, in short, but green. The reason of this is, 
that green is an exceedingly difficult color to manage. I Lave 
seen, sometimes, in spring, set agsunst a deep-blue sky, an 
array of greens, from lightest yellow to deepest blue of the 
pines, tipped and glittering with the afternoon's sun, yet bo 
swathed in some invisible, harmonizing medium, that the 
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strong contrasts of color jarred upon no sense. All seemed 
to be bound by the invisible eestus of some celestial Venus. 
Yet what painter would dare attempt the same? Herein lies 
the particular triumph of Qaude. It is stud that he took liia 
brush and canvas into the fields, and there studied, hour after 
hour, into the mysteries of that fury medium wMch lies be- 
tween the eye and flie landscape, as also between the fore- 
ground and tlie background. Hence he, more than others, 
succeeds in giving the green landscape and tlie blue sky the 
same effect that God gives them. If, then, oflier artists would 
attain a like result, let them not copy Claude, but Claude's 
Master. "Would that om- American artists would remember 
that God's pictures are nearer than Italy. To them it might 
be said, (as to the Christian,) " The word is nigh thee." 
Wlien we shall see a New England artist, with his easel, in 
the fields, seeking, hour after hour, to reproduce on the can 
vaa the magnificent glories of an elm, with its firmament of 
boughs and branches, — when he haa learned that there is in 
it what is worth a thousand Claudes — then the morning star 
of art will have risen on our bills. God send us an artist 
with a heart to reverence his own native mountains and fields, 
and to veil his face in awe when the great Master walks before 
his cottage door. Wten shaU arise the artist whose inspira- 
tion sliail be in prayer and in communion with God ? — whose 
eye, unsealed to behold his beauty in the natural world, shall 
offer up, on canvas, landscapes which shall be hymns and 
ascriptions ? 

By a strange perversity, people seem to think that tlie Au- 
thor of nature cannot or will not inspire art; but "He that 
formed the eye, shall he not see ? lie that planted the ear, shall 
he not hear?" Are not God's works the great models, and 
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is not sympathy of spirit with the Master imcpaiary to the 
understanding of the models ? 

But to continue our walk. We entered another Dutch 
apartment, embellished with works by Dietrich, prettily col- 
ored, and laboriously minute ; then into a corridor devoted 
chiefly to the works, of Rembrandt and scholars. In thig also 
were a number of those minute culinary paintings, in which 
cabbages, brass kettles, onions, potatoes, &c., are reproduced 
with praiseworthy induttiy. Many people are enraptured 
with thesie; but for my part I have but a very little more 
pleasure in a twrnip, onion, or potato in a picture than out, and 
always wish, that the industry and richness of color had been 
bestowed upon things in themselves beautiful. The great 
Master, it is true, gives these.models, but he gives them not to 
be looked at, but eaten. If painters could only contrive to 
paint vegetables (cheaply) so that they could be eaten, I would 
be willing. 

Two email saloons arc next devoted to the modem Dutch 
and German school. In these is Denner's head of an old 
woman, which Coivper celebrates in a pretty poem — a mar- 
vel of faitliful reproduction. One would think tbe old lady 
must have sat at least a year, till he had daguerreotyped every 
wrinkle and twinkle. How much better all this labor spent 
on the head of a good old woman fJiaii on the head of a eab- 
b^e! 

And now come a set of Italian rooms, in which we have 
some curious specimens of tlie Eomish development in reli- 
gion; as, for instance, the fathers Gregory, Augustine, and 
Jerome, meditating on the immaculate conception of the Virgin. 
Think of a painter employing all his powers in representing 
such a fog bank ! 
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Next comes a room dedicated to the ivorka of Tiliaii, in 
whieli two nude Venuses, of a veiy different character from the 
de Miloa, are too conapicuoua. Titian is sensuouB ; & Greek, 
but not of the highest class. 

The next room is devoted to Paul Vei-onese. This Paul 
baa quite a character of his own — a grand old Venetian, 
with his head full of statehness, and court ceremony, and gor- 
geous conventionaUty, half Oriental in his passion for gold, 
and gems, aiid incense. As a specimen of the subjects in 
which his soul delights, take the follomag, which he has 
wi-ought up into a mammoth picture ■ Fiith Love and Hope, 
presenting to the Viigm Miry a m mb f th 11 Venetian 
family of Concina, who, li 1 It 1 to tl doctrines 

of the reformation, had b m co il 1 t the church. 
Here is Piuls piety, naiv ly d pi y d by g t the Vir- 

gia all the couitly grace f a hi h 1 rina. He 

paints, too, the Adoration of the Magi, because it gives such a 
good opportunity to deal with camels, jewels, turbans, and all 
the trappings of Oriental royalty. The Virgm and Child 
are a small part of the affair. I hke Paul because he is so 
innocently unconscious of any thing deep to be expressed ; so 
honestly intent on clothes, jewels, and colors. He is a mag- 
nidcent master of ceremonies, and ought to have been kept by 
some king desirous of going down to posterity, lo celebrate his 
royal praise and glory. 

Another room is devoted to the works of Guido. O.ui or 
two of the Ecce Homo are much admired. To i.ie Ihey 
are, as compared with my conceptions of Jesus, more than in- 
adequate. It seems to me that, if Jesus Cbrisl slionld come 
agsun on earth, and walk through a gallery of jiaintings, and 
see the repi'osentations of sacred subjects, he iv^)iild say again, 
as be did of old in (he temple, " Take these tl. jigs hence ' " 
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How could men who bowed down before art as an idol, and 
worshipped it as an ultimate end, aod thus sensualized it, rep- 
resent these holy mysteries, into which angeb desired lo look? 

There are many represeatatJons of Christ here, set forth in 
the guide book as full of grace and majesty, wliicK any soul 
who has ever felt his infinite beauty would rejec hb 1 

And as to the Virgin Mother, one's eye become w ar d 
following the coimtlesa catalogue of the effeminate p- 

resentations. 

There is more pathos and beauty in tliose few w d f h 
Scripture, " Now there stood by the cross of Jes 1 h 

er," than in all these galleries put together. Th 1 h 

has learned to know her from the Bible, loving ^ h. d 1 
izing, hoping for blest communion with her beyo 1 il, 

seeking to imitate only the devotion which stood by h aa 
in the deepest hour of desertion, cannot be satisflel h I 
insipidities. 

Only once or twice hsive I seen any thing like an approach 
towards the representations of the scriptural idea. One is tliis 
pdnting by Raphael. Another is by him, and is called Ma- 
donna Maison d'Alba ; of this I have seen only a copy ; it 
might have been painted on the words, " Now Mary kept all 
these things, and pondered them in her heart." The figure is 
that of a young Jewess, between girl and womanhood, in 
whose air and eye are expressed at once the princess of the 
house of David, the poetess, and the thoughtful sequestered 
maiden. She is sitting on the ground, the book of the proph- 
ets in one hand, lying listless at her side; the other haad is 
placed beneath the chin of her infant son, who bois inquir- 
ingly into her face. She does not see him — her eye has a 
sorrowful, far-darting look, as if beyond this flowery childhood 
sho saw the dim image of a cross and a sepulchre. This was 
Mary, 
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I have often tliought that, in the reaction from the idolatry 
of Eomauism, we Protestants were in danger of forgetting tiie 
treasures of religious sweetness, which the Bible has given ns 
in her brief Listoiy 

It lecm to me the time demands the fonning of a new 
school of ait, based upon Protestant principles. For what- 
ever vigoi and ongmahti there might once be in art, based 
on Kominasm it Ins cert mly been worn threadbare by repe- 
tition. 

Apropos to this. During the time I was in Pai'is, I formed 
the acquaintance of Schoefier, whose Olinshis Gonsolafor and 
Memunerator and other worka, have made him known iii 
America. I went with a lady who has for many years been an 
intimate friend, and whose head haa been introduced into sev- 
eral of his ptuntinga. On the way she gave me some inter- 
esting particulars of hi'v and his family. His mother was an 
ariast — a woman of singularly ethereal and religious char- 
acter. There are three brothers devoted to art; of these 
Ary is the one best known in America, and the most distin- 
guiihed. For some time, while they were stridying, they were 
obliged to be separated, and the mother, to keep up the sym 
pathy between them, used to copy the design of the one with 
whom she resided for the other two, A singular strength of 
attachment unites the family. 

We found Schoefier in retired lodgings ia the outskirts of 
Paris, and were presented to his very pretty and agreeable 
English wife. In his studio ive saw a picture of bis mother, 
a most lovely and deUcate woman, dressed in white, like one 
of the saints in the Revelation. 

Then we saw his celebrated picture, Pi-ancisca Eimini, 
representing a cloudy, dark, infernal region, in which two 
liapless lovers are wliirled round sind round in raa>:cs of never- 
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endiiij, w atiiand anguish ZTs fiee w tilfiom \ e\ 1 1^ at 
titude expresses the extreme of de^p ui But &lie clii ^uig tc 
liis bosom — what woi]s cin tell llie dp[ til's of love of ia 
gaish inl of end Hince unconquerable wiitten m hei j.ile 
sweet i^cp The pictuie smote to my heait like i dagge 
thrust I felt ita mournful etq^uKite beauty i^ i Iibcl o i mj 
Fathei m lieivcn 

No It 13 ) o( Grud w ho ctenially put ues uadjirg paficn 
love with Bfjims ot vindictive wrath Alas' well said Je 
sua, nghtef us Tathei thei\oild hath not known thee' 
The day will come when it will appetr that m earths histoij 
the soirowing invincible tenderness haa been ill on hia part 
and thit tlip 'Jtriu^e woid, Jong svffenng me-ms just what 
it saj s 

S'evei'thple'.^ the power and ] tfhos of this jictme uinnot 
he too much piai^ed The cobimg is beautiful and though it 
pained me so mudi, I felt that it was one of tlie most striking 
works of art I had seen, 

Schoeffer showed us a large picture, about half finished, in 
which he represents the gradual rise of the soul through the 
sorrows of eai'tli to heaven. It consisted of figures grouped 
together, those nearest earth bowed down and overwhelmed 
with the most crushing and hopeless soitow; above thorn are 
fhi»,e who are beginning to look upward, and the sonow it 
their faces is suhsiding into ansious inquiry ; still above them 
are those who, having caught a gleam of the sources of con^ 
eolation, express in their fcices a solemn calmness ; and eiill 
higher, rising in the air, figures with clasped hiuid", iind ab- 
sorbed, upwai'd gaze, to whcse eye the mystery iias been un- 
veiled, the enigma solved, and sorrow gloiiflcd. One among 
I'ipse, higher than tlie rest, with a face of rapt ailoratiou, 
SL-i .'H enteiing the veiy gate of heaven. 
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He also shovveil us an uufinislied picture of the Temptation 
of Christ. Upon & dear aerial mount^n top, Satan, a thun- 
der-scarred, unearthly figure, kneeling, points earaestly to the 
distant view of the kingdoms of this world. There is a fur- 
tive and peculiar expression of eager anxiety betrayed in his 
face, as if the bitterness of his own blasted eternity could find 
a momentary consolation in this success. It is the expression 
of a general, who has staked all his fort«ne on one die. Of 
the figtu'e of Jesus I could not judge, in ita unfinished state. 
■Whether the ai-tist will solve the problem of uniting energy 
with sweetness, the Godhead with liie manhood, remains to 
be seen. 

The paintings of Jesus are generally unsatisfactory ; but 
ScLoeffer has approached nearer towai-ds expressing my idea 
than any ai-tist I have yet seen. 

The knowing ones are much divided about Schoefier. Some 
say lie is no painter. Nothing seems to me so utterly without 
rule or compass as this world of art. Divided into little 
cliques, each with his shihboletli, artists excommunicate each 
other as heartily as theologians, and a neophyte who should 
attempt to makeup a judgment by their help would he obliged 
to shift opinions with every circle. 

I therefore look with my own eyes, for if not the best that 
might he, they are the best that God has given me. 

Sclioeifer is certainly a poet of a high order. His ideas 
are beautiful and religious, and his power of expression quite 
equal to that of many old masters, who had nothing very par- 
ticular to express. 

I should think his diief danger lay in falling into manner- 
ism, and too oilen repeating the same idea. He has a theory 
of coloring whicJi ia in danger of running out iato coldness 
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auil poveiiy of efiect. His idea seems to be, thaL in the rep' 
resentatioii of spii'itual subjects the artist should avoid the 
sensualism of color, and g^ve only the moat chaste and severe 
tone. Hence he makes much use of white, pale blue, and 
cloudy grays, avoiding the gorgeousness of t!ie old masters. 
But it seems probable that in the celestial regions there is 
more, r^er than less, of brilliant coloring than oa earth. 
What can be more brilliant tliaa the rainbow, yet what more 
perfectly fi'ce from earthly grossness ? Nevertheless, in looking 
at the pictures of Schoeffer there is sach a serene and spirit- 
ual charm spread over them, that one is little inclined to wish 
tliem other than they arc. No artist tliat I have ever seen, 
not even Raphael, has more power of glorifying the human 
face by an exalted and unearllily expression. His head of 
Joan of Arc, at Versailles, is a remarkable example. It is a 
commentary on lliat scripture — " And they beheld his face, 
iis it were the face of an angel." 

Schoeffer is fully possessed with, the idea of which I have 
spoken, of rising Protestant art above the wearisome imitsif 
tions of Eomauism. The object is noble and important. I 
feel that he must succeed. 

His best award is in tlie judgments of the unsophisticated 
heart, A painter who does not burn incense to his palette and 
worship his brushes, who reverences ideas above mechanism, 
will have all manner of evil spoken against him by artists, but 
the human heart will always accept him. 
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LETTER XLIV. 

BiiKLiN, August 10, 

My Dear ; — 

Here we are in Bei'lin — a beautiful city. These places 
tbat kiags build, have of course, moi-e general uniformity and 
conaistency of style than fliose that grow up by diaace. The 
prevalence of the Greek style of architecture, the regularity 
and breadth of the streets, tlie fine trees, especially in the 
Unter den Linden, on which are our rooms, struck me more 
tlian any thing I have seen since Paris. "Why Paris cliarms 
lae so much more than other cities of similar recommenda- 
tions, I cannot say, any more than a man can tell wliy Ke is 
iaacinated by a lady love no fairer to his reason than a tiiou- 
sand others. Perhaps it is tlie reflected chai-m of the people 
I knew there, that makes it se«m so sunny. 

Tlii3 afternoon we took a guide, and went iiret through the 
royal palace. TJie new chapel, which is being built by the 
present prince, is circular in form, with a Jome one hundred 
and thirty feet high. The space between the doors is occupied 
by three circular recesses, witi. figures of prophets and apos- 
tles in fresco. Over one door is the Nativity, — over the 
other, tie Eesurrecfion, — also in fresco. On the walls ai'ound 
were pictures somewhat miscellaneous, I thought; for exam- 
ple, John Huss, St. Cecilia, Melaachthon, Lutlier, several 
women, saints, apostles, and evangelists. These paintings are 
all by the first German artists. The floor is a splendid mo- 
saic, iiiid the lop of (he dome is ric^hly iidorned with frescoes. 
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Still, lliough beautiful, the chapel seemed to me deficient in 
unity of effect. One admires the details too much to appre- 
ciate it as a Tvhole. We passed through the palace rooms. 
Its paintings are far inferior to those of Wiudsor. The finest 
royal paintinga have gone to adorn the walls of the Museum. 
There was One magnificent Vandyke, into which he has intro- 
duced a large dog — some relief from his eternal horees. 
There was David's picture of Bonaparte crossing the Alps, 
of which Mrs. P. has the engraving, and you can tell her 
that it is much more impressive than the painting. Opposite 
to this picture bangs Blucher, looking about as amiable as one 
might suppose a captain of a re^ment of mastifis. Our guide, 
pointing to the portrwt of Napoleon, with evident pride, said, 
" Elucher brought that fi'om Paris. He said Napoleon had 
carried so many pictures from other countries to Paris, that 
now he should be carried away himself." 

There were portraits of Queen Louisa, very beautiful ; of 
Queen Victoria, a present ; one of the Empross of Russia ; 
also a statue of the latter. The bail room contained a statue 
of Vicloiy, by Eanch, a beautiful female figure, the model of 
which, we were told, is his own daughter. He had the grace 
to allow her some clothing, which was fatherly, for an artist. 
The palace rooms were very magnificent. The walls were 
covered with a damask of silk and gold, into which was in- 
wrought the Prussian eagle. In the crowning room was an 
immense quantity of plate, in soUd gold and silver. The 
guide seemed not a little proud of our king, princes, and pal- 
ace. Men will attach themselves to power and splendor as 
naturally as moss will grow on a i-ock. Thei'e is, perhaps, a 
foundation for this in human nature — witness the Israelites 
of old, who could not rest till they obtained a king. The 
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guide told us there were nine Imndred rooms in tlie palace, 
but that he should only take us tlirougli the best. We wei-e 
duly sensible of the mercy. 

Then we drove to Chajlottenburg to see the Mausoleuni. 
I know not when I have been more deeply affected than 
there ; and yet, not so much by the sweet, lifelike statue of 
the queen as by that of the king, her husband, executed by 
the same hand. Such an expression of long-desired rest, after 
suffering and toil, is shed over the fece 1 — so sweet, so heaven- 
ly ! There, where he iias prayed year after year, — hoping, 
yearning, loagisg, — ttere, at last, he rests, life's long anguish 
over I My heart melted as I looked at these two, so long di- 
vided, — he so bng a mourner, she so long mourned, — now 
cahnly resting side by side in a sleep so tranqnlL 

We went through the palace. We saw the present king's 
writing desk and table in his study, just as he left them. His 
writing establishment is about as pimn as yours. Men who 
really mean to do any tiling do not use fancy tools. His bed 
room, also, is in a style of severe simplicity, Tiiere were 
several engravings fastened against the wall; and in the ante- 
room a bust and medallion of the Empress Eugnnie — a thing 
which I should not exactly have expected in a bom king's 
palace ; but beauty is sacred, and kings cannot call it par- 
venu. Tlien we went into the queen's bed room, finished in 
gre^n, and then througii the rooms of Queen Lonisa. Those 
marks of her presence, which yon saw during the old king's 
lifetime, are now removed : we saw no traces of her di-esses, 
gloves, or i)ooks. In one room, draped in white muslin over 
pink, we were informed the Empress of Russia was born. 

In going out to Charlottenburg, we rode fkrough the Thier- 
garten, tlio Tuilcries of Berlin. In one of tlie most quiet 
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and sequestered spots ia the monument erected by the people 
of Berlin to their old king. The pedestal is Cai-nu-u marble, 
scalptared with beautiful scenes called garden pleasures — 
cliildren in all manner of oufc-door sports, and parents fondly 
looking on. It is graceful, and peculiarly appropriate to those 
grounds where parents and cliildren are constantly congre- 
gating. The whole is surmounted hy a statue of tiie king, 
in white marble — the finest representation of him I have 
ever seen. Thoughtful, yet benign, the old king seems like 
a, good father keeping a grave and affectionate watch over 
the pleaswres of his children in their garden frolics. There 
was something about these moss-grown gardens that seemed 
60 rural and pastoi-al, that I at once preferred them to all I 
had seen in Europe. Choice flowers are planted in knots, 
here and there, in sheltered nooks, as if they had grown by 
accident; and an air of sweet, natural wildne^ is left amid 
the most careful cultivation. The people seemed to be enjoy- 
ing themselves leas demonstratively and with less vivacity tlian 
in France, but with a caim inwardness. Bach nation has its 
own way of being happy, and the style of life in each bears 
a certain relation of appropriateness to character. The trim, 
gay, dressy, animated ah" of the Tuilei'ies suits admirably 
with the mobile, sprightly vivadly of society there. Both, in 
their way, are beautiful ; hut this seems less formal, and more 
according to nature. 

As we were riding home, our g«ide, who was a fall feath- 
ered monarcliist^ told us, with some satisfaction, the number 
of palaces in Pmssia. Suddenly, to my astonishment, " Young 
America " eti-uok into the conversation in the person of little G. 

" We do tilings more economically ia America. Our pres- 
ident don't have sixty palaces; he has fo be satisfied v.'itli one 
White House." 
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The guide entered into an. aaimated defence of king and 
country. These palaces — did not the king keep them for the 
people ? did he not bear all the expense of caring for them, 
that tliey might furnish public pleasure grounds and exhibi- 
tion rooms ? Had we not seen the people walking about in 
them, and enjoying themselves ? 

This was all true enough, and we assented. The guide 
continued, Did not the king take the public money to make 
beautiful museums for the people, where they ceuid study the 
&ie arts? — and did our goveminent do any such thing? 

I thought of our surplus revenue, and laid my hand on my 
mouth. But yet there is a progress of democratic principle 
indicated by this very uuderstanding that the king is to hold 
things for the benefit of the people. Times ai-e altered since 
Louis SIT. was instructed by his tutor, as he looked out on 
a crowd of people, " These are all yours ; " and since he said, 
"• Uatat, c'est moi." 

Our guide seemed to feel bound, however, to exhaust him- 
self in comparison of our defects with their excellences. 

" Some Prussians went over to America to live," he said, 
" and had to come back again ; they could not live tiiere." 

" Why not ? " said I. 

" O, they said there was nothing done there but working 
aud going to church I " 

"That's a fact," said "W., with considerable eai'aestness. 

" Tes," said our guide ; " they said we have but one life to 
live, and we want to have some comfort in it." 

It is a emious feet, that just in proporlion as a country 
IS free and self-governed it has fewer public amusements. 
America and Scotland have the fewest of any, and Italy the 
raost. KevertKeless, I am far from thinking that this is cither 



I ..Google 



360 SUK 

necessary or desirable : the snbject of providiag inuoceiit pub- 
lie amHseaients for the masses is one that we ought seriously 
to consider. In Bei-lin, fuid in all othei- German cities, there 
are gardens and public grouni^ in which there are daily con- 
certs of a high order, and various attj'actions, to which people 
can gain admittance for a very trifling sum. These refine the 
feelings, and cultivate the taste ; tiiey would be particulai-ly 
useful in America in counteracting that tendency to a sordid 
materialism, which is one of our great national dangers. 

We went over the Berlin Museam. In general style Greek 
— but Greek vitalized by the infusion of the Gei-man mind. 
In its general an'angements one of tlie most gorgeous and im- 
pressive combinations of art which I have seen. Here are 
the great freseoea of Eaulbaeh, Cornelius, and other German 
artists, who have so grafted Grecian ideas info the German 
stock that the growth has the foliage and coloring of a new 
plant. One set of frescoes, representing the climate and scenery 
of Greece, had on me a peculiar and magical effect. Alas ! 
there never has been the Greece that we conceive ; we see it 
imder the soft, purple veil of distance, like an Alpine valley 
embraced by cloiidy mountains ; but there was the same coarse 
dust and debris of ordinary life there as with us. The tone 
Arcadia lies beyond the grave. The collection of pictures is 
rich in historic curiosities — valuable as marking the progress 
of art One Claude Lorraine here was a matchless specimen 
— a perfect victory over all the difficulties of green landscnpe 
painting. 
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LETTER SLV. 

My Dear; — 

I am here in the station liouse at Wittenberg. I have 
been seeing and hearing to-day for you, and now sit down to 
put on paper die results of my morning. " "What make you 
from 'Wittenl}ei^ ? " Wittenberg! name of tlie dreamy past; 
dimly associated with Hamlet, Denmark, the moonlight ter- 
race, and the Baltic Sea, by one line of Shalispeare ; hut 
made more living by tho&e who have thought, loved, and died 
here ; nay, by those who cannot die, and whose life has been 
life to all coming ages. 

How naturally, on reaching a piacc long heard of and pon- 
dered, do we look round for something uncommon, quaint, and 
striking ! Nothing of the kind was here ; only the dead flat 
of this most level scenery, witli its dreary praivie-like same- 
ness. Certainly it was not this scenery that stirred up a aoul 
in Luther, and made him nail up his theses on the Witten- 
berg church door. 

"But, at any rate, let us go to Wittenberg," said I; "get 
a guide, a carriage, cannot yoa ? " as I walked to one window 
of the station house and another, and looked out to see some- 
thing wonderful. Nothing was in sight, however ; and after 
the usual sputter of gutturals which precedes any arrange- 
ment ia this country, we were moimted in a high, awkward 
carriage, and rode to ihe town. Tito ancient ronud tower 
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and a wall first met my eye ; then a drawbridge, arched pas- 
sage, and portcullis. Under this passage we passed, and at 
our right hand was the church, where once was laid the worn 
form that had stood so maay whirlwinds — where, in short, 
Luther was buried. But this we did not then know ; so we 
drove by, and went to a hotel. Talked English and got Ger- 
man ; talked French with no better success. At last, between 
W,, G., and the diclionary, managed to make it understood 
that we wanted a guide to the Luther relics, A guide was 
after a time forthcoming, in the person of a little woman who 
spoke no English, whom, guide book in hand, we followed. 

The church is ancient, and, externally, impressive enough ; 
inside it is wide, cold, whitewashed, prasaic ; whoever gets up 
feeling does it against wind and tide, so far as appearances 
ai-e concerned. We advance to the spot iu the floor where 
our guide raises a trap door, and shows us underneath the 
plate inscribed with tlie name of Luther, and by it the plate 
recording the resting-place of his well-beloved Philip Me- 
lanchthon ; then to the grave of the Elector of Saxony, and 
John the Steadfast ; on one side a full length of Luther, by 
Lucas Cranach ; on the other, one of Melanchthon, by the 
same hand. "VVell, we have seen ; this is all ; " Ho is not 
here, he is risen." " Is this all ? " " All," says our guide, 
and we go out. I look curiously at the old door where Luther 
nailed up his theses ; but even this is not the identical door; 
that was destroyed by the French. Still, imder that arched 
doorway he stood, hammer and nails in hand ; he held up his 
paper, he fitted itsti'aight; rap, rap, — there, one nail — an- 
other — it is up, and he stands looking at it. These very 
stones wore over that head that are now over mine, this very 
ground bcnealli iiis; Icct. ,i.s I turned aw.ay T gave an earnest 
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look at the old church. Grass ig growing or 

has a desolate look, though strong and weE kept. The parly 

pass on, and I make haste to overtake them. 

Down we go, doing penance over the round paving stones ; 
and our next halt is momentary. In the market-place, before 
the town house, (a huge, three-gabled building, like a beast 
of three horns,) stands Luther's bronze monument ; apple 
women and pear women, onion and beet women, are. thickly 
congregated siround, selling as best they may. There stands 
Luther, looking beniguantly, holding and pointing to tlie open 
Bible ; the women, meanwhile, thinldng we want fruit, hold 
up their wares and talk Gei-man. But our conductreaa has 
a regular guide's tiot, inexorable as fate ; so on we go. 

"Wittenberg is now a mean little town ; all looks poor and 
low; yet it seems like a place that has seen better days. 
Houses, now used as paltry shops, have, some of them, carved 
oaken doors, with antic freaks of architecture, which seem to 
signify that their former owuera were able to make a figure 
in the world. In fact, the houses seem a sort of phantasma- 
goria of decayed gentlefolk, in the faded, tarniahed, old-fash- 
ioned fineiy of the past. Our guide halts lier trot suddenly 
before a house, which she announces as that of Louis Cranach; 
then on she goes. Louis is dead, and Magdalen, his wife, 
also; so there is no one there to welcome us ; on we go also. 
Once Louis was a man of more consequence. 

Now we come to Luther's house — a part of the old con- 
vent. ' Wide yawns the stone doorway of the court ; a grm- 
ning masque grotesquely looks down from Its centre, and odd 
carvings from the aides, A colony of swallowa have estab- 
lished tlieir nests among the queer old carvings and gnome- 
liko faces, and are twittering in and out, superintending their 
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domestic arrangementg. We enter a court surrounded ivkh 
buildings ; then ascend, through a sti'ange doorway, a winding 
staircase, passing small, lozenge-shaped windows. Up these 
stairs he oft trod, in all the moods of tliat manifold and won- 
devful nature — gay, joyous, jocose, fervent, defiant, imploring; 
and np these stairs have trod wondering visitors, tlironging 
from all parla of the world, to see the man of the age. Up 
these Biairs come Philip Melanchthon, Lucas Cranach, and 
their wives, to see how fares Luther after some short journey, 
or some new movement. Now, all past, all soliiary; the 
itaira dirty, the windows dim. 



S^^d 




And tins IS Lutl ci & i i 
that IS plain The arched i 



It i^ a Inio one in iis day, 
ses of the wmdows ; tlie roof. 
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divided in squares, and, like tiie walls and cornice, painted in 
fresco; the windows, with their quaint, round panes, — all, 
though now 60 soiled and dim, speak plainly of a time when 
life was here, and all things wore a rich and joyous glow. 
In this room that great heart rejoieed in the blessedness of 
domestic life, and poured forih some of those exulting strains, 
glorifying the family state, which yet remain. Here his little 
Magdalen, his little Jacky, and the rest made joyous uproar. 

There stands his writing table, a heavy mass of wood; 
clumsy as the time and ita absurdities, rougher now tlian ever, 
in its squalid old age, and partly chipped away by relic seekers. 
Here he sat ; here lay his paper ; over this table wits bent 
that head whose brain power was the earthquake of Europe. 
Here he wrote books which he says were rained, hailed, and 
snowed from the press in every language and tongue. Kings 
and emperors could not bind the influence from this writing 
table ; and yet here, doubtless, he wrestled, straggled, prayed, 
and such tears as only he could shed fell upon it. Nothing 
of all this says the table. It only stands a poor, ungainly 
relic of the past ; tlie inspiring augel is gone upward. 

Catharine's nicely-carved cabinet, with its huge bunches 
of oaken flowers hanging down between its glass panels, 
shows Luther's drinking cup. There is also his embroidered 
portrait, on which, doubtless, she expended much thought, as 
she evidently has much gold thread. 1 seem to see her con- 
ceiving the bold design — she will work the doctor's likeness. 
She asks Magdalen Cranach's opinion, and Magdalen asks 
Lucas's, and there is a deal of discussion, and Lucas makes 
wise suggestions. In the course of many fireside cliats, the 
thing grows. Philip and his Kate, dropping in, we shown 
it. Little Jacky and Magdalen, looking sbyly over their 
8t- 
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mother's shoulder, are wonderfully impressed irith the like 
and think their mother a great womMi. Luther takes it in 
hand, and passes some jests upon it, which make them laugh 
all round, and so at last it grows to be a veritahle likeness, 
Poor, faded, tarnished tJiing ! it looks like a ghost now. 

In one corner is a work of art by Luther — no less thaii a 
stove planned after his own pattern. It is a high, black, iron 
pyramid, panelled, each panel presenting in relief some Scrip- 
ture subject. Considering the remote times, this stove is quite 
an affair ; the figures are, some of them, spirited and well con- 
ceived, thotigh now its lustre, hke all else here, is obscured by 
dust and dirt- Why do the Germans leave this place so dir- 
ty? The rooms of Shakspeare are kept clean and in repair; 
the Catholics enshrine in gold and silver the relies of their 
saints, but this Protestant Meeca is left literally to the moles 
aad the bats. 

I slipped aside a panel in the curious old windows, and 
looked down into the court sun-ounded by the university build- 
ings. I fancied the old times when students, with fheir scho- 
lastic caps and books, were momently passing and repassing. 
I thought of the stir there was here when the pope's bull 
gainst Luther came out, and of the paltering of feet and 
commotion there were in this court, when Luther sallied out to 
burn the pope's bull under the oak, just beyond the city wall 
near by. The students thought it good fun ; students are al- 
ways progresiive; they admired Ihe old boy for bis spirit; 
they threw up caps and shouted, and went out to see the cere- 
mony with a will. Philip Melanchthon wondered if brother 
Martin was not going a little too fast, but hoped it would be 
overruled, and that all would be for the best I So, coming out, 
I looked longingly beyond the city gate, and wanted lo go to 
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tte place of the oak tree, where tlie ceremony was performed, 
but the party had gone on. 

Coming back, I nl^de 1 1 la^" opposite the bouse on wliich 
u seen the inscrip 
tion, " Here Melani'li 
thon lived, lahoicd 
and died." A vety 
good house it was, too 
in its day; in atchi 
lecture it was not 
unlike this. I went 
across the street tj 
talie a good look at 
it ; then I came o^ cr 
andasthegreatarcl ed 
door stood open, I tool 
the liberty of walking 
in. Like other conti- 
nental houses, this had 
nxi archc.l passage run- 
ning through to a back court and a side door. A stone stair- 
way led up from this into the house, and a small square windoiv, 
with little round panes, looked through into the passive, A 
young cliild was toddling ahont there, and I spoke to it ; a man 
came out, and looked as if he rather wondered what 1 might be 
about ! so I retreated. Then I threaded my way past queer 
penked-roofed buildings to a paved court, where stflod the old 
church — something like that in Halle, a great Gothic struc- 
ture, with two high towers connected by a gallery. I entered. 
Like the other church it has been whitewashed, and has few 
architectural attraction'. It !« very large, with two galleries, 
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onn over the otlier, and might hold, I should thinlt, five thou- 
sanil people. 

littra Latlier preached These walls now so silent, rung to 
th m 1 (It f i t wh h th Roman Catholic 

■w tt b 1 ^ 1 ly h tm f so did it sway 

fill wh 1 ed H 1 d th pillars, staad- 

in tl fln^w ydafhmnbga; and what 

h ■«■ he "^ It tuo] ■'s i 1 {,1 1 wh t tempests of 
fl hp ht wit nilicts shook 

th Id dj dthmljk "I preach," 

h <uid t f p f tl thi^ f the elector or 

pince b f p J k b 1ml th doo d so, striking 

ly tl ] d mm t 11 h t h bowed all, for 
h wh 1 th U t rate and i til 9 with igno- 

! t ! m 1 h b t f med. Here, 

Itht fhi h bothlr and oi^an, 

sang the alto m those chorals which lie gave to the world. 
Monmouth, sung in this gi-eat church by five thousand voices, 
must needs have a magnificent sound. 

The altar-pieee is a Lord's Supper, by Louis Ciaiiach, who 
appears in the foregi'ound as a servant. On each side are 
the pictures of the Sacraments. In baptism, Melanchtbon 
Efaods by a laver, holding a dripping baby, whom be has just 
immersed, one of Lufliei-'s children, I suppose, for he is stand- 
ing by ; a venerable personage in a long beard holds the towel 
to receive the little neophyte. From all 1 know of babies, I 
should think this foi-m of bapiism liable to inconvenient acces- 
sories and consequences. On the other side, Luther is preach- 
ing, and opposite, foremost of his audience are, Cafharine and 
her little son. Every thing shows how strictly intimate were 
Luther, Melanchtbon, and Ci'anach ; good sociable times they 
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had together. A slab elaborately caived, in the side of the 
church, marks the last rest of Lueas and M^alen Ci-ana^h, 

I passed out of tlie cliui-ch, aad walked slowly down to the 
hotel, purchasing by the way, at a mean little shop, some toler- 
able engravings of Luther's room, the church, &c To show 
how immutable eveiy thing lias been in "Wittenberg since 
Luther died, let me mention that on coming back through the 
market-place, we found spread out for sale upon a cloth about 
a dozen pairs of shoes of the precise pattern of those belong- 
ing to Luther, which we had seen in Frankfort — clumsy, rude, 
and heelless. I have heard that Swedenborg said, that in his 
visit to the invisible world, he encountered a class of Bpirila 
who had been there fifty years, and had not yet found out 
that they were dead. These "Wittenbergers, I think, mast be 
of the same conservative turn of mind. 

"F ailin g to get a carriage to the station, we started to walk. 
I paused a moment before the church, to make some Kttle 
corrections and emendations in my engravings, and thought, 
as I was doing so, of that quite other scene years ago, when 
the body of Lutlier was home through this gate by a con- 
course of weeping thousands. These stones, on which I was 
standing, then echoed all night to the treadof a closely-packed 
multitude — a muffled sound, like the patter of rain among 
leaves.' There rose through the long, dark hours, alternately, 
the unresti-ained sobbings of the throng, and the grand choral 
of Lutbei''s psalms, words and music of his own. Never since 
the world began was so strange a scene as that. I felt a kind 
of shadow from it, as I walked homeward gazing oa the flat, 
dreamy distance. A gi'eat windmill was creaking its sombre, 
lazy vanes round and round, — strange, goblin things, these 
windmills, — and I thought of one of Luther's sayings, " The 
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heart of a human creature is like the miilatones : if com he 
shaken thereon, it gi-lndeth the com, and msiketli good meal ; 
hut if no corn be there, then it gi-iadeth away itself." Luther 
tried the latter process all the first pa,rt of his life ; but he 
got fJie corn at Iiiat, and a magnificent grist he made. 
' Arrived at the station, we found we must wait till half past 
fiye in the afternoon for the train. This would have been an 
intolerable doom in the disconsolate precincts of an English or 
Americaa station, hut not in a Grennan one. As usual, this 
had a charming garden, laid out with exquisite taste, and all 
glowing and fragrant with piats of verbena, fuschias, heUo- 
tropes, mignonette, pansies, while rows of hoUiouse flowers, set 
under tJie shelter of neatly trimmed hedges, gave brightness 
to the scene. Among al! these pretty grounds were seats and 
walks, and a gardener, with his deai' pipe in his mouth, was 
moving about, watering his dear flowers, thus combining the 
two delights of a German, flowers and smoke. These Ger- 
mans seem an odd race, a mixture of clay and spirit — what 
with their beer drinking and smoking, and tteir slow, stolid 
ways, you would think them perfectly earthly ; but an ethereal 
fire is all the while working in them, and bursting out in most 
unexpected little jets of poetry and sentiment, like blossoms 
on a cactus. 

The station room was an agreeable one, painted prettily in 
frescoes, with two sofas. So we arranged ourselves in a party. 
S. and I betook ourselves to our embroidery, and C read 
aloud to us, or tried the Amati, and when we were tired of 
reading and music we strolled in the gai-den, and I wrote 

I wonder why we Anglo-Saxons cannot imitate the hberali- 
ty of the continent in the matter of railroad etaliona, and give 
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tie tra"veller something more agreeable than tlie grim, bare, 
forbidding places, which now obtain in England and America. 
This Wittenberg is but a paltry town; and yet how much care 
is spent to make the station houae comfortable and comely ! 
I may here say that nowhere in Europe is railway travelling 
so entirely convenient as in Germany, particularly in Prussia. 
All is systematic fmd orderly; no hurrying or shoving, or dis- 
agreeable fiiss at stations. The second class cars are, in most 
points, aa good as tlie fii-st class iu England ; the conductors 
are dignified and gentlemanly ; you roll on at a most agreea- 
ble pace fi-om one handsome station house to another, finding 
yourself disposed to be pleased with every thing. 

There is but one drawback to all this, and that is the smok- 
ing. Mythologically represented, these Germans might be con- 
sidered as a race bom of chimneys, with a necessity for smoking 
in their very nature. A German walking witliout his pipe is 
only a dormant volcano ; it is in him to smoke all the while ; 
yOu may be sure tlie crater will begin to fume before long. 
Smoking is such an acknowledged attribute of manhood, that 
the gentler sex seem to have given in to it as one of the im- 
mutable things of nature ; consequently all the public places 
where both sexes meet are redolent of tobacco ! You see a 
gentleman doing the agreeable to a lady, cigar ia mouth, treat- 
ing her alternately to an observation and a whiff, both of which 
seem to her equally matters of course. In the cars some at- 
tempt at regulation subsists ; there are cars marked " Nicht 
rmichm," into which we were always very careful to get ; but 
even in these it is not always possible to make a German 
suspend aa operation which is to him about the same as 
breathing. 

On our way from Frankfort to Halle, in a "lu'Jif runcAen" 
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car, too, a jolly old gcnlleman, wliosc joyoua and abundant 
German sounded to me like the clatt«r of a thousand of brick, 
wound up a kind of promiscuous avalanclie of declamation by 
pulling a matchbox from his pocket, and proceeding dehberate- 
ly to light his pipe. The tobacco was detestable. Now, if a 
man st moke, I tiiiiik he is under moral obligation to have 
lece t to acco. I began to turn ill, and C, attacked the of- 
fe ler n French ; not a word did he understand, and puffed 

tranq ! and happy. The idea that any body did not like 
sn oke vas probably the last that could ever be made to enter 
h J eal even in a language that he did understand. C. then 
e 1 s e 1 the nest neighbor, who understood French, and got 
h m !o n e pret that smoke made the lady ill. The chimnej- 
]e en led min now took his pipe out, and gazed at it and me 
alternately with an air of wondering increduhty, and seemed 
try ng realize some vast conception, but failing in the effort, 
put his pipe back, and smoked as before ! Some old ladies 
now amiably ofl'ered to change places with me, evidently re- 
garding mo as the victim of some singular idiosyncrasy. As 

1 changed, a light seemed to dawn on the old chimney's mind 
— a good-natured one he was ; he looked hard at me, and hia 
whiffs became fainter till at last tliey ceased, and he never 
smoked more till I was safe out of the earn. 
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LETTER XL VI. 

EupUKT, Saturday Evening. 
Mt DEA.It: — 

I have just been to Luther's cell in tlie oH Augustine Con- 
veiit, and if my pilgrimage at Wittenberg was less interesting 
by the dirt and discomfort of the act«a,l present, liei'e were 
snrroandiaga less calculated to jar on the frame the sceae 
should inspire. It was about sunset, — a very golden and 
beautiful one, and C. and I drove through varioiis streets of 
this old town. I believe I am peculiarly alive to architectural 
excitements, for these old houses, with their strange windows, 
odd chimneys, and quaint carvings, delight iiie wonderfully. 
Many of them are almost gnome-like in their nncoufhness ; 
they please me none the less for that. 

We drove first to the cathedra], which, with an old deserted 
church, seemingly part of itself, forms a pile of Gothic archi- 
tecture, a wilderness of spires, minarets, arches, and what not, 
more picturesque than any calliedral I have seen. It sta.nds 
high on a sort of platform overlooking a military parade 
ground, and reached by ■% long flight of ^tpp"! 

The choir is very beautiful I cannot desciibo how these 
lofty arches, with then stained glass windows, touch my heart. 
Architecture never can, and never will, pioduce then like 
again. They give us aspiration in its highest firm and no- 
blest symbol, and wonderful was that mind wbitb conceived 
them. This choir so darkly bright, its stalls and seats carved 
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in Ijlack oalc, its flame-like arches, gorgeous witt evening 
light, were a preparation and excitement of mind. Yet it is 
remarkable about these old-time cathedrals, that while there 
is every grand and solemn effect of architecture, there is also 
always an abundance of subordinate pai-ts, mean, tawdiy, re- 
Toltdng, just like the whole syst«m they represent. Out of 
this bea,ulifiil choir I wanted to tear all the tinsel fixtures of 
its altar, except two very good pietures, and leave it in ita 
noble simplicity. 

I remarked here a black oak chandelier, which th.e guide 
said was taken from the cathedral of Cologne. It was the 
very perfection of Gothic carving, and resembled frostwork 
in its lightness. The floor of the cathedral was covered with 
ef&gies in stone, trod smooth by the feet of woi-shippers ; so 
we living ones are ever walking above the dead, though we 
do not always, as here, see the outward sign thereof. 

From the cathedral we passed out, and stopped a moment 
to examine the adjoining church, now deserted, but wliose 
three graceful spires have a peculiar beauty. After a turn 
upon the platform we descended, and drove to the Augustine 
Convent, now used as an orphan asylum. We ascended 
through a court yard, full of little children, by some steps into 
a gallery, where a woman came out with her keys. "We 
passed first into a great hall, the walls of whieb were adorned 
with Holbein's Daiice of Death. 

From this hall we passed into Luther's room — a little cell, 
ten feet square ; the walls covered with inscriptions from liia 
writings. There we saw his inlcstand, his pocket Testament, 
a copy of the Bible that was presented to him, (by whom I 
could not understand,} splendidly bound and illuminated. But 
it was the cell ifscU' wliich .liTcclcd me, the windows looking 
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out into wh;it v/ere the cloisters of the monastciy. Here was 
that struggle — that mortal Hgooy — that gjaat soul convulsing 
and wearing down that strong frame. These walls ! to what 
groans, to what prayers had they listened I Could we suppose 
a living human form imperishahle, capable of struggling and 
suffering, hut not of djing, buried beneath the whole weight 
of one of these gloomy cathedrals, suffocating in mortal agony, 
hearing above the tramp of footsteps, the peal of organs, 
lie triumphant surge of chants, and vainly striving to send 
up its cries undei- ail tliis load, — such, it would seem, was the 
suffering of this mighty souh The whole pomp and splendor 
of this gorgeous prison house was piled up on his breast, and 
his struggles rent the prison for the woi'ld ! 

On a piece of parchment which is here kept framed is in- 
scribed in Luther's handwriting, in Latin, " Death is swal- 
lowed up in Victory!" Nothing better could be written on 
the walls of this cell. 

This afternoon I walked out a little to observe the German 
Sabbath. Not like the buoyant^ voluble, social Sunday of 
Pans, though still eonseciated to lei-uie and l.unily enjoyment 
more than to rehgious exeici'ws. As I walked down the 
streets, the doors weie standmg open, men smoking their 
pipes, women kmttmg, and children plijmg. Oup place of 
resort was the giavejard of in antiquited ckuich A giave- 
yaid heie is quite diffeient fiom the solitary, dismal place 
where we lay our friends, as if to signify that all intercourse 
nith them is at an end. Each giave was trimmed and gar- 
landed with flowers, fastened with long strings of black or 
white ribbon Around and among the graves men, women, 
and chJdren were walliing, the men smoking and chutting, not 
noi«Iy, b'lt in a cheerful, earnest way. It seems to me that 
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this way of treating the dead might lessen the sense of sep- 
aration, I believe it is generally customary to attend some 
religious exercise once on Sunday, and after that the rest of 
the day is devoted to this sort of enjoyment 

The morning we started for Eisenach was foggy and rainy. 
This was unfortunate, as we were changing from a dead level 
country to one of extreme beauty. The Thuringian Forest, 
with its high, wooded points crowned here and there with 
many a caatle and many a ruin, loomed up finely through the 
mist, and several times I exclaimed, " There is the Warthiirg," 
or " Tiiat must be the Wartburg," long before wc were near 
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it. It was raining hard when we reached Eisenach station, 
and engaged a carriage to tate us to the Wai'tburg, The 
mist, which wreathed thickly around, showed U3 only glimpses 
as we wound slowly up the castle hiil — enough, however, to 
pique tlie imagination, and show how beautiful it might be in 
fair weather. 

The grounds are finely kept ; winding paths invite to many 
a charming stroll. When about half way up, as the rain had 
partially subsided, I left the carriage, and toiled up the Ja^- 
borious steep on foot, tliat I might observe better. Tou ap- 
proach the castle by a path cut through the rock for about 
thii'ty or forty feet. At last I stood under a low archway of 
solid stone masonry, about twenty feet thicli. There had evi- 
dently been three successive doors ; the outer one was gone, 
and the two inner were wotideifully massive, braced with iron, 
and having each a smaller wicket door swung back on its 
hinges. 

As my party were a little behind, I had time to stop and 
meditate. I fiincied a dai-k, misty night, and the tramp of a 
party of horsemen coming up the rocky patb to the gateway ; 
tlie parley at the wicket ; tJie unbarred doors, creaking on then* 
rusty lunges, — one, two, three, — are opened ; in clatters the 
cavalcade. In the midst of armed men with visors down, a 
monk in cowl and gown, and with that firm look about the 
lips which is so chai-acteristic in Luther's portraits. But here 
our party came up, and the vision was dispelled A= none of 
us knew a word of Gterman, we stood rather irrtsolutely look- 
ing at the buildings which, in all shapes and vaiieties, sui- 
i-ound the court. I went into one room — it was a pantij , 
into another — it was a wash room; into a third — it was a 
sitting room, garnished with antlers, and hung round with 
;!2* 
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hard old portraits of princes and electors, and occupied by 
Germans smoking and drinking beer. One is sure that in 
this respect one cannot fail of seeing the place as it was in 
Luther's lime. If they were Germans, of course they drank 
beer out of lall, narrow beer glasses ; that is as immutabie a 
fact as the old stones of the battlement. 

" H." said C, " did tlie Germans use to smoke in Luther's 

" No. Why ? " 

" O, nothing. Only, wliat cnuld they do with them- 
selves ? " 

" I do not know, unless they drank the more beer." 
" But what could they do with their chimney-hood ? " 
So saying, the sauey fellow prowled about promiscuously 
awhile, assailing one and another in French, to about as much 
purpose as one might have tried to storm the walls with dis- 
charges of thistle down ; all smoked and drank as before. 
But as several other visitors arrived, and it became evident 
that if we did not come to see the castle, it was not likely we 
came for any thing ehe, a man was Ushed up from some 
depths unknown, with a promising bunch of keys. He sal- 
hed forth to that part of the castle which is undergoing re- 
passing thi-ough bricks and moi'tar, under scaffolds, &c., we 
came to the armory, full of old knights and steeds in com- 
plete armor ; that is to say, the armor was there, and, with- 
out peeping between the crevices, one could hardly tell that 
their owners were not at home m their iron houses. There 
sat the Elector of Saxony, in full ai-mor, on his horse, which 
was likewise cased in steeL There waa the suit of armor in 
which Constable Bourbon fell under the walls of Some, and 



I ..Google 



3TJNNT MEM0KIE3 OF yOBEIGN LANDS. 379 

other celebrated suits, some covered with fine engraved work, 
and some gilded. A quantity of haiincrs litfrally hung in 
tatters, dropping to pieces with age. Here were the middle 
ages all standing. 

Then we passed up to a grand hail, wliich is now being re- 
stored with great taste after the style of that day — a long, 
lofty room, with an arched roof, and a, gallery on one side, and 
beyond, a row of Romanesque arched windows, commandiag a 
view of the country around. Having finished the tour of this 
part, we went back, ascended aii old, rude staircase, and were 
ushered into Luther's Patmos, about ten or twelve feet square. 
The window looked down the rocky sides into an ocean of 
seething mist. I opened it, but could see nothing of all those 
scenes he describes so graphically from this spot. I thought 
of his plajfijl letter on lie " Diet of the Rooks," but there 
was not a rook at hand to illustrate antiquity. There was his 
bedstead and footstool, a mammoth veiTebra, and his writing 
table. A sculptured chair, the back of wliich is carved into 
a cherub's head, bending fonvard and shadowing with its wings 
the head of tte sitter, was said to be of the time of Luther, 
but not his chiur. There were some of his books, and a rude, 
iron-stiidded clothca press. 

Thus ended for me the Lutheran pdgrnnage I had now 
been per^evennglj to all llie shnnea, and often inquired of 
my«elf whether our conceptions are helped bj such \l'^lt^- 
tions I decided the question in the iffiimative , thit thty 
are, if fiom the dust of the pre&ent we can lecreaft. the 
past, and bnng again befoie us the foims as Ihey then Ined, 
moved, 'uid had their being Foi me, I aeem to lia^ e 'eeTi 
Luther, Cnnach, Melanchthon, and all the ie»t of thpm — to 
have (iILpI mth (hr-n By the bj I torgoi to mention the 
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portraits of Luther's fiither and motlier, whicli are in liis cell. 
They show that his mother was no comnion woman. She puts 
me in mind of the motiier of Samuel J. Mills — a strong, 
ihiewd, blight. New England chanctei 

I must not foiget to notice, too a htUe ghtter oi effLct — 
a htfle, ehadon J , fancnfiil phase of feelmg — that came over 
me when m Luther's cell at Erfurt. The tmie, 19 I told 
you, WIS golden tnihglit, ind little birds weie twstteiing and 
chirping around the casement, and I thought how he might 
have sat there, in lome golden PTcmng aad and dieamy, hear- 
ing the biids chup, and wondering wL^ he alone ot all crea- 
tion should be SO sad I have not a doubt he ht^ done that 
very thing m this very tpot 
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MoND.VT, August 15. From Eiaonacli, n'lierc we dined 
eozily in the railroad statiou house, we took the cars for Cas- 
sel. After we had estabhahed ourselves comfortably in & 
Tiich rauchen car, a gentleman, followed by a friend, came 
to the door with a cigar in his mouth. Seeing ladies, he 
inquired if bo could smoke. Comprehending his look and 
gesture, we said, "No." But as we spoke very gently, he 
misunderstood us, and entered. Seeing by our looks tliat 
something was amiss, ho repeated the question more em- 
phatically in German : " Can I smoke? Tes, or no." " No," 
we answered in full chorus. Discomfited, he retired with 
rather a flushed clieek. We saw him prospecting up and 
dowTi the train, hunting for a seat, followed by his fidus 
Achates. Finally, a guard took him in tow, and after navigat- 
ing a while brought him to our door; but tlie gentleman re- 
coiled, s^d something in German, and passed on. Again they 
made the whole cireuit of the train, and then we saw the 
guard coming, with rather a fierce, determined aii', straight to 
our door. He opened it very decidedly, and ordered the gen- 
tleman to enter. He entered, cigar and all. HJs friend fol- 
lowed. 

"Well," said H., in English, "I suppose he must either 
smoke or die." 

"Ah, yes," I replied, "for the sake of saving his Ufe we 
will even let him smoke," 
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" IIopo the tobacco is good," added H. ; iind we went on 
reading our "Villette," which was very amusing just then. 
The gentlensaa had his match already hghted, and waa just in 
the act of puffing preliminarily when H. first spoke. I thought 
I saw a peculiar expression on his friend's face. He dropped 
a woi-d or two in German, as if quite incidentally, and I soon 
observed that the smoking made small progress. He kept 
the cigar in his mouth, it is true, for a while, just to show he 
would smoke if he chose ; but his whiffe were fewer and 
faiater every minute ; and after reading sevei'al chapters, 
happening to cast my eye that way, the cigar had disappeared. 
Not long after the friend, sitting opposite me, addressed W. in 
good English, and they were soon well agoing in a fi-iendly 
discussion of our route. The winged word had hit tlie mark 
that time. 

We passed the night in an agreeable hotel, Eoi de Prusse, 
at Cassel. By the way, it occurred to ks that this was where 
the Hessians came from in the oH revolutionary times. 

Tuesday, August 16. A long, dull rido from Cassel to 
Dusseldorf. 

Wednesday, August 17. Whittridge came at brealrfast. 
The same mellow, friendly, good-humored voice, and genial 
soul, I had loved years ago in the heai-t of Indiana. We had 
a brief festival of talk about old times, art, artists, and friends, 
and the tide of time rolled in and swept «s asunder. Success 
to his pencil in the enchanted glades of Gei-many ! America 
will yet be proud of his landscapes, as Italy of Claude, or 
England of Turner. 

Ho for Anvers ! (Antwerp.) Through Aix-la-ChapcUc, 
Li^ge, Malmes, till nine at night. 

Thursday, August 18. What gnome's cave is this Antwerp, 
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where I have been hearing such strange harmonies in the air 
aJl night? We drive to the cathedral, whose tower reminded 
Napoleon of Mechlin iace. What a shower of sprinkling 
TOusic drops comes from the sky above us I We must go up 
and see about this. We spiraliae through a tubular st^way 
to an immense height — a tube of stoae, like a Titanic organ 
pipe, filled with waves of sound pouring down like a deluge. 
Undulations tremendous, yet not intolerable : we soon learaed 
their ori^. Reaching a small door, I turned aside, and came 
where the gi-eat bell was hung, which twenty men were en- 
gaged in ringing. It was a Jele day. I a-ept inside the 
frame, and stood actually under the colossal mass, as it swung 
like a world in ifs spheric chime. A new sense was devel- 
oped, such as I had heard of the deaf possessing. I seemed 
existing in a new medium. I felt the sound in my lungs, in 
my bones, on all my nerves to the minutest fibre, and yet it 
did not stupefy nor stun me with a harsh clangor. It was 
deep, DEEP. It was an abyss, gorgeously illuminated of velvet 
softness, in which I floated. The sound was fluid like water 
about me. I closed my eyes. Where was I ? Had some 
prodigious monster swallowed me, and, like another Jonah, 
had I " gone down beneath the bottoms of the mountains " ? 
I escaped from Ihat perilous womb of sound, and ascended 
BtiU higher. There was the mystery of that nocturnal min- 
strelsy. Seventy-three bells in chromatic diajiaaon — witJi 
their tinkling, ringing, tolling, knolling peal ! Was not that a 
chime ? a chime of chimes ? And all these goblin hammers, 
like hands and feet of sprites, rising and falling by ma^c, by 
hidden mechanism. 

Of all German cactus blossoms this is the most ethereal. 
What heivd conceived those harmonies, so ghostlike? Every 
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fen minutes, if you lio wakeful, they wind you up in a net of 
silver wirework, and swing you in the clottda ; and the next 
time they swing yon higher, and the next higher, and when 
the round hour is full the giant bcU sti-iltes at the gate of 
heaven to bring you home ! 

But this is dreaming. Fie, fie ! Let iis come down to pic- 
tures, masses, and common sense. We came down. We 
entered the room, and sat before the Descent from the Cross, 
where the dead body of Jesus seems an actual reality before 
you. The ivaves of the high mass came rolling in, muffled 
by intervening walk, columns, corridors, in a low, mysteri- 
ous murmur. Then organ, orchestra, and choir, with rising 
voices urged the mighty acclaim, til! the waves seemed beat- 
ing down the barriei-s upon us. The combined excitement of 
the chimes, the painting, the music, was too much. I seemed 
lo breathe ether. Treading on clouds, as it were, 1 entered 
the cathedral, and the illusion vanished. 

Friday, August 19. Antwerp to Paris. 

Salui-day, August 20. H. and I take up our abode at the 
house of M. Belloc, where we find eveiy thing so pleasant, 
that we sigh to think how soon we must leave these dear 
friends. The rest of our party are at the Hotel Bedford. 
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My Dear: — 

Of all quaint places this is OEe of the most chwrning, I 
have been rather troubled that antiquity has fled before me 
where I have gone. It is a fatality of travelling that the 
sense of novelty dies away, so that we. do not realize tliat we 
are seeing any thing extraordinary. I wanted to see some- 
thing as quaint as Nuremberg in Longfellow's poem, and have 
but just found it. These high-gabled old Flemish houses, 
nine steps to each gable ! The cathedral, too, affects me more 
in externals than auy yet. And the spire looks as I expected 
tliat of Strasbourg would. As to the grammarye of bells and 
chimes, I deliver that over to Charlie. But — I have seen 
Eubens's pwnting ! Before I came to Europe, Longfellow 
said to me, " You most go to Antwerp, to see Rubens." 

"I do not tliink 1 shall like Rubens," was my reply. 

" But yon will, though. Yet never judge till you have been 
to Antwerp." 

So, during our various meanders, I kept my eye witli a 
steady resolve on this place. I confess I went out to see the 
paiating without much enthusiasm. My experience with Cor- 
reggio's Notte, and some of the celebrities of Dresden, was 
not encourag^g. 1 was weary, too, with sightseeing. I ex- 
pected to find an old, dim picture, half spoiled by cleaning, 
which I sliould be required to look into shape, 'j 
of my jaded imagination. 
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Attei' coming down from hearing the chimes, we went into a 
side room, and sat down hefore the painting. My first sensa- 
tion was of astonishment, blank, absolute, overwhelming. After 
all that I had seen, I had no idea of a painting like this. I 
was lifted off my feet, as much as by Cologne c^hedral, or 
Niagara Falls, so that I could neither reason nor think wheth- 
er I was pleased or not. It is difficult, even now, to analyze 
the sources of this wondeifui power. The excellence of this 
picture does not lie, like Eaphael'a, in a certain ide^ spiritual- 
ity, by which the scene is raised above eartli to tlie heavenly 
sphere ; but rather in a power, strong, human, almost homely, 
by which, not an ideal, but the real scene is forced home upon 
the heart. 

Christ is dead, — dead to your eye as he was to the eye of 
Mary and of John. Death absolute, hopeless, is written in the 
faded majesty of that face, peaceful and weary; death in 
every relaxed muscle. And, sm-ely, in paintiug this form, 
some sentiment of reverence and devotion softened into awe- 
struck tenderness that hand commonly so vigorous ; for,instead 
of the almost coarse vitality which usually pervades his manly 
figures, there is shed over this a spiritualized refinemenl, not 
less, but more than human, as if some heavenly voice whis- 
pered, "This is the Lamb slain from tlie foundation of the 
world ! " The figures of iie disciples are real and individual 
in expression. The sorrow is homely, earn^t, unpieturesque, 
and grievously heart broken. The cheek of the kneeling Mary 
at his feet is wet with tears. Tou cannot ask yourself whether 
she is beautiful or not. You only see and sympathize with 
lier sorrow. But the apostle John, who receives into his arms 
tlie descending form, is the most wonderful of all. Painters 
that T have seen represent liin) too effeminately. They forget 
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the ardent soul ivliora Jesus rebuked for wisliing to bring down 
fii-e from heaven on his enemies ; they forget that it was Jolin 
who was called the son of thunder, and that liis emblem in 
the early church was Ihe eagle. From the spiritualized soft- 
ness of his writings we have formed another picture, forgetting 
that these are the writings of an aged man, in whom the 
ardor of esastence lias been softened by long experience of 
suffering, and habits of friendship with a suffering Lord. 

Eubens's conception of John is that of a vigorous and plen- 
ary manhood, whose rush is like that of a torrent, in the very 
moment when his great heart is breaking. He had loved his 
Master with a love like an eternity; he had believed him; heart 
and soul, mind and strength — all had he given to that king- 
dom which he was to set up ; and he had seen him die — die 
by lingering torture. And at this moment he feels it all. 
There is no Christ, no kingdom — nothing ! AU is over. 
" We trusted it had been he who sliould have redeemed 
Israeh" With that miraculous, lifelike power that only Ru- 
bens has, he shows him to us in this moment of suppressed 
agony ; the blood choking his heart, the veins swollen, and 
every muscle quivering with the grief to which hcwill not 
give way. 0, for this wonderful and deep conception, this 
almost divine insight into the mysteries of that hour, one 
might love Rubens. This picture cannot be engraved. No 
engraving is naore than a diagram, to show the places of the 
figures. For, besides its mesmeric life, which no artist can 
reproduce, there is a balanwng of colors, a gorgeousness about 
it, as if he had learned coloring from the great blaster him- 
selt Even in the overpowering human effect of this piece, it 
is impossible not to perceive that every difiiculty which artists 
vaunt themselves on vanquishing has in this piece been con- 
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quercd wilh apparently inatinctivo ease, aimply because it was 
habitual to do so, and without in the least distracting the atten- 
tion from the great moral- Magical foreshortenings and won- 
derful effects of color appear to be purely incidental to the 
espressiou of a great idea. I left this pmntmg as one should 
leave tlie work of a great religious master — thinking more 
of Jesus and of John than of Eubens. 

After this ive went through many galleries and churches 
devoted to his worlis ; for Antwerp is Rubens's shrine. None 
of them impietfied mP, aa compared with this. One of his 
Madonnas, however, I must not iorget to de'icribe, it was a 
conceit so jwst like him. Instead of the pale, downcast, or 
upturned faces, which form the general types of Madonna, he 
gives her to its, in one painting, as a gorgeous Oriental sul- 
tana, leaning over a balcony, with full, dark eye and jewelled 
turban, and rounded outlines, sustaining on her hand a bril- 
liant paroquet. Ludicrous as this conception appears in a 
scriptural point of view, I liked it because there was life in 
it ; because he had painted it from an internal sympathy, not 
from a chalky, second-hand tradition. 

And now, farewell to Antwerp. Art has satisfied me at 
last. I have been conquered, and tliat is enough. 

To-morrow for Paris. Adieu. 



I ..Google 



' WEMOKIES C 



LETTKll XLVIII. 

Pajus, Saturday, August 20. 

My Deae: — 

I am seated in my snug little room at M. Belloc's. The 
weather is overpoiveringly liot, but these Parisian houses 
seem to have seized and imprisoned coolness. French house- 
hold ways are delightful. I like their seclusion from the 
street, by these deep-paved quadrangles. I like tliese cool, 
smooth, waxed floors so much that I one day queried with my 
friends, the C.'s, whetlier we could not introduce them into 
America. L., who is a Yankee housekeeper, answered, with 
spirit, " No, indeed ; not while the mistress of the Louse has 
every thing to do, as in America ; I think I see myself, in 
addition to all my cares, on my knees, wasing up one of these 
floors." 

"Ah," says Caroline, "the thing is managed better in 
Paris ; the frottewr comes in before we are up in the mornin^, 
shod with great brushes, and dances over the floors till Ihcy 

"I am sure," said I, "here is Fourrier's system in one 
particular. We enjoy tlio floors, ajid the man enjoys the 
dancing." 

Madame Belloc had fitted up my room with the most 
thoughtful care. A large bouquet adorns the table ; fancy 
writing materials are displayed; and a waiter, with sirups and 
an extempore soda fount, one of Parisian household refine- 
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raeiits, stands just at my elbow. Above all, my walls are 
hung witli beautiful engi'avings from Claude and Zuccarelli. 

This house pertains fo tko government, and is held by M. 
Belloc in virtue of his situation as director of the Imperial 
School of Design, to which institution about one half of it is 
devoted. A pubhc examination is at hand, in preparing for 
which M. Belloc is heart and soul engaged. This school is a 
government provision for the gratuitous instruction of the 
working classes in art. I went into the rooms where the works 
of the scholars are arranged for the inspection of the judges. 
The course of instraetion is excellent — commencing with 
the study of nature. Around the room various plants are 
growing, which serve for models, interspersed with imitations 
in drawing or modelling, by the pwpils. I noticed a hollyhock 
and thistle, modelled with singular accuracy. As some pupils 
can come only at evening, M. Belloc has prepared a set of 
casts of plants, which he says are plaster daguerreotypes. 
By pouring warm gelatine upon a leaf, a delicate mould is 
made, firom which these casts are taken. He showed me 
bunches of leaves, and branches of the vine, executed by 
them, which were beautifuL In like manner the pupil com- 
mences the study of the human figure, with the skeletou, 
which he copies bone by bone. Gutta percha musdes are 
added in succession, fill finally he has the whole foi-m. Be- 
sides, each student has particular objects given him to study 
for a ceitain period, after which he copies them from memory. 
The same course is pursued with prints and engravings. 

When an accurate knowledge of forms is gmned, the pupil 
receives lessons in combination. Such subjects as these are 
given : a vase of flowers, a mediieval or classic vase, shields, 
helmets, escufeheons, A;c., of different styles. The first prize 
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composition was a hunting frieae, modelled, in ivliich were 
ioti'otluced fanciful combinatioaa of leaf and scroll work, doga, 
himterB, aad cliHdren. Figures of almost every animal and 
plant were modelled ; tlie drawings and modellings from mem- 
ory were wouderfu!, and showed, in their combination, great 
richness of fancy. Scattered about tlio i-oom were caste of 
the best classic figures of the Louvre, placed tliere, as M. 
Belloe gracefully remarked, not as models, but as insjiirations, 
to culliv ite the "iense of beanfy 

I was shown luoi cover then boohs of mathematical 
studies which looked intiicate and leirnc 1 but of which I 
ippreciated only the debcite diirogiaphy And where 
said I are tlcae young mechanics tiugh to lead -md wiite' 
"In the brothers' schools," he said. Paris is divided into 
i-egular parishes, centring round different churches, and con- 
nected with each church is a parochial school, for boys and 
girls, taught by ecclesiastics and nuns. 

"With such Uiorough training of the sense of beauty, it may 
be easily seen that the facility of French enthusiasm in testliet- 
ics is not, as often imagined, superficial pretence. The nerves 
of beauty are so exquisitely tuned and strung that they must 
thrill at every touch. 

One sees this, in French life, to the very foundation of soci- 
ety. A poor family will give, cheerfully, a part of their bread 
money to buy a fiower. The idea of ai'tistic symmetiy per- 
vades every thing, from the arrangement of the simplest room 
to the composition of a picture. At the chateau of Madame 
V. the whiteheaded butler begged madame to apologize for 
the central flower basket on tlie fable. He " had not had time 
to study the composition." 

The English and Americans, seeing the French so serious 
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and intfuit on maffers of beauty, fancy it to ho mere affec- 
tation. To be serious on a barrel of flour, or a busliel of 
potatoes, Tve can well unileratand; but to be equally earnest 
ill tlie ailorning of a room or the " composition " of a, bouquet 
seems ridiculous. But did not He who made the appetite for 
food m^e also that for beauty ? and while the former will 
perish with the body, is not the latter immortal ? With all 
New Englajid's earnestness and practical efficiency, there is a 
long ivithering of the soul's more ethereal part, — a crushing 
out of the beautiful, — which is horrible. Children are bom 
there with a sense of beauty equally delicate with any ui the 
world, in whom it dies a lingering death of smothered desire 
and pining, weary starvation. I know, because I have felt it. 

One in whom this sense has long been repressed, in coming 
into Paris, feels a rustling and a waking within him, as if the 
soul were trying to unfold her wings, long unused and mil- 
dewed. Instead of scorning, then, the hghthearted, mobile, 
beauty-loving French, would tliat we might exchange instruc- 
tions with them — imparting our severer disdpline in reli- 
gious lore, accepting their thorough methods in art; and, 
teacMng and taught, study together under the great Master 
of aU. 

1 1\ ait w ith M BpUoc mto the gallery of antique sculpture. 
How wonderf d these old Gietks I Wiat set them out on 
SI eh a course I wonder — inj more, for instance, than the 
'landwich Islande-ia i* This leminds me to t«ll yon that in the 
Eeilm Museum which the King of Prussia is now finishing 
m hjgli style I saw what is said to be t!ie most complete 
Lgyptian collfction in the woild ; a whole Egyptian temple, 
ivord for woid — pilhrs pamtings, and all; numberless sar- 
cophagi, and mummies ad nauseam ! Tliey are no more fra- 
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grant than the eleven thousand vii^ins, these mummies ! and 
my stomach revolfs equally from the odor of sanctity and of 

I saw there a muinmy of a little baby ; and though it was 
black as my shoe, and a disgusting, dry thing, ueverthelesa 
the little head was covered with fine, soft, auburn hair. Four 
thousand years ago, some mother thought the poor little thing 
a beauty. Also I saw mummies of cats, crocodiles, die ibis, 
and all the other religions Ujovterie of Egypt, with many cases 
of then' domestic utensils, ornaments, &c. 

The whole view impressed me irifJi quite an idea of bar- 
barism ; much more so than the Assyrian collection. About 
the winged bulls there is a solemn and imposing grandeur; 
they have a mountainous and majestic nature. These Egyp- 
tian things give one an idea of inexpressible ungainliness. 
They had a clumsy, elephantine character of mind, these 
Egyptians. There was not wanting grace, but they seemed 
to pick it up aceidentaily ; because among all possible forms 
some must be graceful. They had a kind of grand, mammoth 
civilization, gloomy and goblin. They seem to have floun- 
dered up out of Nile mud, like that old, siimy, pre-Adamite 
brood, the ivhat's-their-name — megahsaurus, ichiliyosaurus, 
pterodacti/te, I'guanodon, and other misshapen abominations, 
with now and then wreaths of lotus and water lilies round 
their tusks. 

The human face, as represented in Assyrian sculptures, is 
a higher type of iaee tlian even the Greek: it is noble and 
princely ; the Egyptian faces are broad, flat, and clumsy. If 
Egypt gave birth to Greece, wit]i her beautiful arts, then truly 
this immense, clumsy i-oc's egg hatched a miraculous nest of 
loves and graces. 
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Among the antiques here, my two favorites are Veniis de 
Milon, which I have described to you, and the Diane Cliaa- 
scresse: this goddess is represented by the side of a stag; 
and so completely is tie maxhle raade alive, that one seems to 
perceive that a tread so airy would not bend a flower. Every 
side of the statue is almost equally graceful. The small, 
proud head ia thrown back with the freedom of a stag ; there 
is a gay, haughty self-reliance, an airy defiance, a rejoicing 
fulness of Lealth and immortal youth in tlie whole figure. 
You see before you the whole Greek conception of an immor- 
tal — a creature full of intellect^ full of tlie sparkle and elisii- 
of existence, ia whom tte principle of life seems to be crystal- 
lized and eoncentraied with a dazzling abundance ; light, airy, 
incapable aUke of love and of sympathy ; living for self, and self 
only, Alas for poor souls, who, in the heavy anguish of life, 
had only such goddesses to go to ! How far iu advance is 
even the idolatry of Christianity I how different the idea of 
Mary from the Diana I 

Yet, as I walked up and down among these remains of 
Greek art, I could not but wonder at the spectacle of their 
civilization : no modem development reproduces it, nor ever 
can or will. It i& ivell to cherish 'ind m'xke much oi that 
ethereal past, as a speamfn of one phase of humanity, foi it 
is past /oreuar. Those isles of Gieece, witli their gold and 
purple haze of light and shadow, Iheu" exquisite, half spirit- 
ual, half-bodily formation — islands wheie flesh and bluod 
became semi-spiritual, ind where the sen&e of bc'^uty was an 
existence — have passed as a vision of glory, never to return. 
One scarcely realizes how full of poetry was their mythology ; 
all successive ages have drawn on it for images of beauty 
without exhausting it ; and painters and arlisls, to this day, 
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are fettered and repressed by yaiu efforts to reproduce it. 
But as a religion for the soiil and tlie heart, ali this is vain and 
void; all powerless to give repose or comfort. One who should 
seek repose on the bosom of such a mythology is as one who 
seeks to pillow himself on the many-tinted clouds of evening ; 
soft and beautiful as they are, there is nothing real to them, but 
their dampness and coldness. 

Here M. and Madame Belloc entered, and as he wanted 
my opinion of the Diane, I let her read ihis part of the letter 
to him in French. You ought to have seen M. Belloc, with 
tears in liis eyes, defending the old Greeks, and expounding 
to me, with all manner of rainbow illastrations, the religious 
meanings of Greek mythology, and the morale of Greek 
tragedy. Such a whole souled devotion to a nation dead 
and gone could never be found but in France. 

Madame Belloc was the translator of Maria Edgeworth by 
that lady's desire ; corresponded with her for years, and still 
has many of her letters. Her translation of Uncle Tom has 
to me all the merit and all the interest of an original composi- 
tion. In perusing it I enjoy the pleasure of reading the story 
with scarce any consciousness of its ever having been mine. 
In the evening Mr. and Mrs. S. C. Hall called. They are 
admirably matched — he artist, she author. Tlie one writes 
stories, the other illusti-ates tliem. Madame M. also called. 
English by birth, she is a true Pariaienne, or, rather, seems to 
have both minds, as she speaks both langu^ea, perfectly. Her 
husband being a learned Oriental scholar, she, like some other 
women enjoying similar privileges, has picked up a deal 
of information, which she tosses about in conversation, 
in a gay, piquant manner, much as a kitten plays with a pin 
ball. 
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Madame remembers Mesdames Keoamier aad De Stael, 
and told me several fimny anecdotes of the former. Madame 
R; she said, was always coquetting with her own funeral ; con- 
versed with different artists on the arrangements of its details, 
and tempting now one, cow another, with the brilliant hope of 
the " composition " of the scene. Madame M. offered me her 
services as cicerone to Paris, and so to-day out we went — 
first to the Pantheon, of which, in her gay and piquant style, 
she gave me the history. 

Begun first in the time of Louis XVI. as a church, in the 
revolution its destination was altered, and it was to he a tem- 
ple to the manes of great men, and accordingly Housseau, Vol- 
taire, and many more are buried here. Well, after the revo- 
lution the Bourboni said it sKould not be a temple for great 
men it should be a cbuieh The nest popular upiet tipped it 
bade to the grent men ogam and it staid under their juris- 
diction I ntil Louis Nipoleon who is very piius reistored it to 
the cliurch It IS not possible to say how much fuither this 
^erj cLaracteristn, rivaliy between great men an! the r Crea- 
tor IS going t exfeni AH 1 hive to say is thit I should 
not think the chuieh much of in acquisition to either party. 
He that sitteth in the i ci'iens must laugh sfmetimes it what 
man calls wo alnp This Pantheon i^ ao one might suppose 
fiom its historj a hyl iil between a church and a thentie, and 
ot course good for neither — purposeless ani aimless. Tlie 
Madeleine is another of these hybrid churches, begun by 
D'lvry as a church, completed as a temple to victory by Na- 
poleon, and on second thoughts, re-dedicated to God. 

After strolling about a while, the seston, or some oflicial of 
the church, asked us if we did not want to go down into the 
vaults below. As a large party seemed to be going to do 



I ..Google 



or FOREIfiN LANDS. 397 

the same, I said, " 0, yes, by all means ; let us see it out" 
Our guide, witli his cocked hat and lantern, ivalked ahead, 
apparently in a flow of excelieat spirits. These caverns 
and tombs appeared to be his particular forte, and he mag- 
nified hia ofBce in showing them. Down stairs we went, 
none of us knowing what we wanted to see, or why. Our 
guide steps forth, unlocks the gates of Hades, and we enter a, 
dark vault with a pai-ticularly eartby smell. Bang I he 
shuts the door after him. Qash ! he locks it ; now we are in 
for it! and elevating his lantern, be commences a deafening 
proelamalion of some general fact concerning the very uEsa- 
vory place in whicli we find ourselves. Of said proclamation 
I hear only the thundering " Voild" at the commencement 
Next he proceeds to open the doors of certain stone vaulted 
chambers, where the great men are buried, between whose 
claims and their Creator's there seems to be such an uncer- 
tmaty ia France. Well, here they were, sure cnougli, main- 
taining Iheir claim by right of possession. 

" Voild le tomheau de Rousseau ! " says the guide. All 
walked in piously, and stood to see a wooden tomb psunted red. 
At one end the tomb is made in the hkeneas of little doors, 
which stand half open, and a hand ja coming oat of them 
holding a fiambeau, liy which it is inhmated, I suppose, that 
Eousseau in his giave is enlightenmg the woild. After a short 
proclamation here, we were shown into another stone chamber 
with " Voild le tomheau de Voltaire 1 " This was of wood also, 
very nicely speckled and painted to resemble some kind of 
marble. Eadi comer of the tomb had a tr^ic mask on it, 
with that captivating expression of countenance wliich belongs 
to the tragic masks generally. There was in tlie room a 
marble statue of Voltaire, with that wiry, sharp, keen, yet 
VOL. II. U 
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pome what spiteful esprcssioii which his busts commonly 
Jiaye. 

But our guide has finisiietl his prelection here, and is strid- 
ing off in the plenitude of hia wisdom. Now we are shown a 
long set of stone apartments, provided, for future great men. 
Considering the general scarcity of the article in most coun- 
ti'ies, these sleeping accommodations are remarkably ample. 
Nobody need be discouraged in his attempts at greatuess in 
Paris, for fear at last there won't be room to bury liira. After 
this we were marched to a place where our guide made a long 
speech abont a stone in tlie floor — very instructive, doubtless, 
if I had known what it was : my Paiisian friend said he spoke 
with sucli a Geraian accent she could not understand ; so wa 
humbly took the stone on trust, though it looked to the eye of 
sense quite like any other. 

Then we were niai-ched into a part of the vault celebrated 
for its echo. Our guide here outdid himself; first we were 
commanded to form a line en miUlaire with our backs to the 
wall. Weil, we did form en militaire. I did it in the in- 
nocence of my heart, entirely ignorant of what was to come 
next. Our guide, departing from that heroic grandeur of man- 
nerwhich had hitherto distinguished him, suddenly commenced 
screaming and hooting in a moat unparalleled style. The echo 
was enougli to deafen one, to be sure, and the first blast of it 
made us all jump. I could think of nothing but Apollyon 
amusing himself at the expense of the poor pilgrims in the 
valley of the shadow of death ; for the exhibition was persisted 
in with a pertinacity inscrutable to any wisdom except his own. 
It ended by a brace of thumps on the wall, each of which 
produced a report equal to a cannon ; and with this salvo of 
artiOery the exhibition finished. 
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Tiis worthy guide is truly a sublime cliaractci". Long may 
lie live to show the Pantlieon ; and ■vvfaen he dies, if so dis- 
agreeable an event must be contemplated, may he have tlie 
whole of one of these stone chambers to himself; for nothing 
less could possibly contain him. He regretted exceedingly 
that we could not go up into the dome ; but I had had enough 
of stair climbing at Strasbourg, Antwerp, and Cologne, and 
not even the prospect of enjoying hia instructions could 
tempt me. 

Now this Pantheon seems to me a monnment of the faults 
and the weakness of this very agi-eeable nation. Its history 
shows their enthusiasm, their hero worship, and the want of 
stable religious convictions. Nowhere has there been such a 
want of reverence for the Creator, unless in the American 
Congress. The great men of France have alirays aeemed to 
be in confusion as to whether they made God or he made 
them. Tbete is a great ie=embhnce in some points between 
the French and the ajicient Alhemans : there ■was the same 
excitability the same keen outlaid Ufe ; the same passion 
for ideas ; the sime sj endmg of life m healing or telling some 
new tiling the aime icuteness of philosophical research. 
The old Athenians first woishipped and then banished their 
great men, — buiied them and pulled them up, and did gen- 
erally a variety ot thlng^ which we Anglo-Saxons should call 
fantastic Theie is this difference that the Athenians had tlie 
advantage ot coming hrst The French nation, bom al^er 
this development aie exposed by their very similarity of con- 
formation, and thur o eq e t aympathy with the old classic 
style of feeling, to be ome m tator , This betrays itself in 
their painters and culp o anl t s a constant impulse to a 
kind of idolati7, wh 1 k eping with this age, and 
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necessarily seems absurd. When the Greeks built ultois to 
Foi'ce, Beauty, Victory, and other abstract ideas, they 
were doing aa original tiling. "When tlie Trench do it, 
Ihey imitate the Greeks. Apotlieosis aiid hero worship in the 
old times had a freshness to it ; it was one of the picturesque 
effects of tlie dim and pui-ple shadows of an eai-ly dawning, 
when objects imperfectly seen ai-e magnified in their dimen- 
sions ; but the apotheiDsis, in modem times, of a man who has 
worn a dress coat, wig, and shoes is quite another affair. 

I do not mean either to say, as some do, that the French 
mind has very little of the religious element. The very 
sweetest and softest, as well as the most austere and rigid type 
of piety has been given by the French mind ; witness FeniS- 
lon and John Calvia — F^neloo standing as the type of the 
mystic, and Calvin of the rationalistic style of religion. 
Fenelon, with his heart so sweet, so childlike, so simple and 
tender, was yet essentially French in his nature, and repre- 
sented one part of French mind ; and what English devotional 
writer is at all like him ? John Newton had his simplicity 
and lovingness, but wanted that element of gracefulness and 
classic sweetness which gave so high a tone to the writings of 
Fen41on, As to Calvin, his crystalline clearness of mind, 
his calm, cold logic, his severe vehemence are Fi-eneli, also, 
To this day, a French system of theology is the strongest and 
most coercive over the strongest of countries — Scotland and 
America ; aud yet shallow thinkers flippantly pay the French 
are incapable of religious ideas. 

After Madame M. and I had finished the Pantheon we 
drove to the Conciergerie ; for I wanted to see the prison of 
the hapless Marie Antoinette. That restless architectural 
mania, which never lets any thing alone here, is rapidly mod- 
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ernizing it ; the scaffoldings are up, and workmen busy in 
making it as little historical as possihle. Nevertheless, the 
old, gloomy ai'ched gateway, and the characteristic peaked 
Norman towers, still remain ; and we stopped our carriage tie 
other side of the Seine, to get a good look at it. We drove 
to the door, and tried to go in, but were told that we could not 
without an order from somebody or other, (I forget who ;) so 
■we were obliged to content ourselves with an outside view. 

So we went to take another view of Notre Dame ; the veiy 
same Notre Dame whose bells in the good old days could be 
rung by tJie ivaving of Michael Scott's wand : — 



Tho bells should ring in Kotrc Dame," 

I had been over it once before with Mrs. C, and sitting ia 
a dark comer, witli my head against a cold, stone pillar, had 
heard vespers, all in the most approved style of the poetic. 
I went back to it now to see how it looked after the ca- 
tliedrals of Germany. The churches of France have suf- 
fered dreadfully by the whirlwind spirit of its revolutions. 
At dilFerent times the painted glass of this chureh has been 
shattered, and replaced by common, till now there is too 
much light in it, tliough there are exquisite windows yet re- 
maining. These cathedrals m^^st have painted glass; it is 
essential ; the want of it is terrible ; the dim, religious light 
is necessary io keep you from seeing the dirty floors, hanging 
cobwebs, stacks of little, old rush-bottomed chairs, and tho 
pi-ints where dirty heads and hands have approached loo ne'ir 
tho si one pillars. As I sat bearing vespers in Notre Diu.ie 
the first time, seeing these all too plainly, may 1 bo lorgivt i, 
34» 
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but I could not help thinking of Lucifer's soliloquy in 
dral in the Golden Legend : — 

" ^Yb.s.t a dirlsBome and dismal place ! 
I nooder that any man has the face 
To call Buch a hole the bouse of the Lord 
And the gate of heaven — yet such is the word. 
Coiling, and walls, and windows old, 
Covered with eohwebs, hlaokened with mould ; 
Dust on the pulpit, dust on the staus, 
Dust on tlie benches, and stalls, and chairs." 



However, Hotre Daine is a beaulifiil churcli ; but I wish it 
was under as good cure as Cologne Cathedral, and that instead 
of building Madeleines and Pactlieons, France would restore 
and preserve her cathedrals — those grand memorials of the 
past I consider the King of Prussia as not only a national 
benefactor, but the benefactor of the world. Cologne, when 
finished, will be tlie great epic of architecture, and belong, like 
all great epics, to all mankind, 

"Weil, Madame M. and I wandered up and down the vast 
aisles, she with her lively, fanciful remai'ks, to which there 
was never wanting a vein both of shrewdness and good sense. 

When we came out of Noti-e Dame, she cliaftered about 
the place. " There used to be an archbishop's palace back of 
the church in ttat garden, but one day the people took it info 
their heads to pull it down. I saw the silk-bottomed chairs 
fioatiug down the Seine. They say that somebody came and 
told Thiers, ' Do you know the people are rummaging the 
archbishop's palace ? ' and he shrugged Lis shoulders and said, 
' Let 'em work.' That's the say, you know ; raitid, I don't say 
it is true ! "Well, lie got enough of it at last. The fa<;t is, 
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that ivitli the French, deetructiveuess is as much developed ag 
construetiveness, and they are as good at one as the other." 

Aa we were passing over one of the bridges, we saw a 
flower market, a gay show of flowers of all hues, and a very 
brisk trade going on about them. MadEune told me that there 
was a flower maa-ket every day in the week, in different parts 
of the cily. The flower trade was more than usually animated 
to-day, beeause it is a saint's fe-te, the fete of St. Louis, tlie 
patron of Paris. 

The streets every where showed men, women, and children, 
carrying their pots of blooming flowers. Every person in 
Paris named Louis or Louise, after this saint, has received this 
day httle lotens of affection from their friends, generally 
bouquets or flowers. Madame Eelloc is named Louise, and 
her difieient fneads and children called and brought flowers, 
and a beautiful India China vase. 

The Lfe of Paris, indeed of the continent, is floral, to an 
eitcnt of tthith the people in the United States can form no 
conception. Flowers are a part of all their lives. The churches 
are dressed with flowers, and on fete days are fragrant with 
them. A jardiniere foi-ma a part of the furniture of every 
parlor; a jardiniere is a receptacle made hi various fanciful 
forms for holding pots of flowers. These pots are bought at 
die daily flower market for a trifle, in full bloom and high con- 
dition ; they are placed in the jardiniere, the spaces ai'ound 
them fllled with sand and covered with moss. 

Agam. there are LtUe hanging baskets suspended from the 
ceilings, and fiDed with flowers. These things give a graceful 
and festive air to apartments. When the plants are out of 
bloom, the porter of the house takes them, waters, prunes, and 
tends tliem, then sells them again : meanwhile the parlor is 
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omamented ivith fresli oues. Along tte streets on saints' 
days are little Ijooths, wliere Bioall yasea of artificial flowers 
are sold to dresa the altars. I stopped to look at one of these 
stalls, kII brilliant with eheaply-made, showy vases of flowers, 
tha,t sell for one or two sous. 

We went also to the Katioaal Academy of Fine Arts, a 
goyemment school for tlie gratuitous instruetioa of artists, a 
Grecian building, with a row of all the distinguished painters 

111 the doorway, as wo came in, was an antique, headless 
statue of lEnerva; literally it was Minerva's ffown standing 
up — a pillar of drapery, nofhiiig more, and drapery soiled, tat- 
tered, and battered ; but then it wta an. antique, and that ia 
eniragh. Now, when antique things are ugly, I do not like them 
any better for being antique, and I should ratlier have a mod- 
ern statue than Minerva's old gown. "We went tlirough all the 
galleries in this school, in one of which the prize pieces of 
scholars are placed. Ittioever gets one of these prizes is sent 
to study in Rome at the expense of the government. We 
passed through the hall where the judges sit to decide upon 
pictures, and through various others Uiat I cannot remember. 
I was particularly interested in the apartment devoted to the 
casta from the stituary in the I«uvre and in other palaces. 
These casts are taken with mathematical exactness, and sub- 
jected to the jnopection of a committee, who order any that 
are defective to be broken Proof f^sts of all the best works, 
ancient and modem, are thui fumished at a small price, and so 
brought within the reach of the most modei-ate means. 

This morning M. and Madame Eclloe took me with Uiem 
to call on Bcranger, the poet. He is a charming old man, 
very animated, with a face full of feeling and benevolence, and 
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with that agreeable s npl city -i d vivacity of ma intr which ia 
peculiarly French It wis eleven o dock hut he had not yet 
breakfasted; we entieated him to waive eereraonj and so hia 
mmiS brought in hia chop anl cofFee and we all plunged into 
an , animated con\ Pi^ation Eei mgei we it on conversing 
with ahrewdness mingled with chilllike simphcity a hlendiug 
of the comic, the e'lmeat and the tomjbmentiry Conversa^ 
tion in a French cirde seems to mp 111 e the gimbols of a 
thistle down, or the rtmlow cliangps m ooip ! ubbles. One 
laughs with tears m ones eye" One moment ainfounded 
with tlie absolute childhool of the sunphcity m tl e next one 
is a little afraid of the keen edge of the ahrewdnesa. This 
call gave me an insight mto a French circle winch hoth amused 
and delighted me. Commg home, M. BeUoe enlarged upon 
B^ranger's benevolence and kindness of heart. "No man," 
he said, " is more universaUy popular with the common people- 
He has exerted himself much for the families of the unfortu- 
nate deportes to Cayenne." Then he added, laughing, "A 
mechanic, one of my model sitters, was dilating upon his good- 
ness — ' Whataman! what subhme virtue ! howis he beloved! 
Could 1 live to see his funeral ! Quelle spectacle ! Quelle 
ffrande emotion I ' " 

At tea, Madame M. commented on the manners of a certain 
English lady of our acquaintance. 

" She'a an actress ; she's too affected ! " 

Madame Belloc and I defended her. 

" Ah," said M. Belloc, " you cannot judge ; the Fi-ench su-e 
never natural in England, nor the English in France. Fi-euch- 
men in England are stupid and cross, trying to be dignified ; 
and when the Enghsh come to France, it's ali guitar playing 
and capering, in trying to have esprit 
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But it is Lard to give a conversation in ivliich tlie salient 
points are made by a rapid pantomime, -wHek effervesces like 
cliampagne. 

Madame Belloe and Madame M. agree that ilie old Fryncli 
salon is no more ; that none in the present iron age can give 
the faintest idea of the hriliiaacy of the institutdon in its 
pahniest days. The horrors and reverses of successive revo- 
lutions, have thrown a pall over the French heart. 

I have been now, in all, about a mouth in this gay and 
fiowery city, seeing the French people, not in hotels and cafts, 
but in the seclusion of domestic life; received, when inti'o- 
duced, not with ceremonious distance, as a stranger, but witli 
confidence and aifection, as a friend. 

Though, according to the showing of my friends, Paris is 
empty of many of her most brilliant oi-naments, yet I have 
been so fortunate as to make the acquaintance of many noble 
and justly celebrated people, and to feel as if I had gained & 
real insight into the French heart. 

I liked the English and the Scofdi as well as I could like 
any thing. And now, I equally like tlie French. Exact op- 
posites, you will say. For that reason all the more cliai-ming. 
The goodness and beauty of the divine mind is no iess shown 
in the traits of different races than of different tribes of fruits 
and flowers. And because things 'are exact opposifes, is no 
reason why we should not like both. The eye is not like the 
hand, nor the eai like the foot ; yet wiio condemns any of them 
for the difference ? So I regard nations as parts of a great 
common body, and national differences as necessaiy to a com- 
mon humanity. 

I thought, when in English society, that it was as perfect and 
delightful as it could he. There was worth of character. 
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etrengtli of jji'iiiciple, true sincerity, and fricndsliip, charm- 
ingly esjiressed. I have found aU these, too, among tJxe 
French, and besides them, something which charms me the 
more, becanso it is pecuhar to the French, and of a kind 
wholly different from any I have ever had an experience of 
before. There is an nis-like yaiiefy and Tersatiiity of na- 
ture, a quickness m catchmg and reflecting the various shades 
of emotion or fancy, a readiness m seizmg upon one's own 
half-expressed thoughts, and running them out ia a thousand 
graceful httle tendnb!, wliicli is veiy captivating. 

I know a general piejudice has gone forth, that the 
French are all mere outside, without any deep reflection or 
emotion. This may he true of many. No douht that the 
strengtli of that outward life, that aouteness of the mere per- 
ceptive organization, and that tendency to social exhilarafion, 
which prevail, will incline to such a fault in many cases. An 
English reserve inclines to moroseness, and Scotch persever- 
ance to obstinacy ; so this aerial French nature may become 
levity and insincerity ; but then it is neither the swUen Eng- 
lishman, the dogged Seotcliman, nor the shallow Frenchman 
that we are to take as tie national ideaL In each country 
we are to take the very best as the specimen. 

Now, it is true that^ here in France, one can find people as 
judicious, quiet, discreet, and religious, aa any where in the 
world; with viewsof life aa serious, and as earnest, not living 
for pretence or show, but for tlie most rational and religious 
ends. Now, when all this goodness is silvered over, as it were, 
reflecting like mother-of-peari or opal, a thousand fanciful 
shades and changes, is not the result heaulifui ? Some fami- 
lies into which I liave entered, some persons with whom I Lave 
talked, have left a must delightful impression upon ray mind; 
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and I have lalked, by means of imperfect English, French, 
and intcrpi-etatioiis, witJi a good many. They have made my 
heart bleed over fb.e histoiy of this most beautiful country. It 
is truly mournful that a people with so many fine impulses, so 
much genius, appreciation, and eSectiTe power, should, by the 
influence of historical events quite beyond the control of the 
masses, so often have been thrown into a false position before 
the world, and been subjected to such a scries of agonizing 
revulsions and revolutions. 

" 0, the French are half tiger, half monkey ! " said a culti- 
vated American to me the other day. Such remarks cut me to 
the heart, as if they had been spoken of a brother. And when 
they come from the mouth of an American, the very shade of 
Lafayette, it would seem, might rise and say, " M Iw, Brule / " 

It is true, it is a sarcasm of Voltaire's ; but Voltaire, though 
born a Frenchman, neither imbodied nor was capable of un- 
derstanding the true French idea!. The French head he had, 
but not the French heart. And from his bitter judgment we 
might appeal to a thousand noble names. The generaus 
Henri IV., the noble Sully, and Bayard the knight sans peuy 
et sans reproche, were these haJf tiger and half monkey ? "Were 
John Calvia and -Fen^lon half tiger and half monkey ? La- 
place, Geoffioy St. HiMre, Cuvier, Des Cartes, Malebranche, 
Arago — what were they ? The tree of history is enriched 
with no nobler and fairer boughs and blossoms tlian have 
grown from the French stock. 

It seems a most myaferioiis providence that some nations, 
without being wickeder than others, should have a more un- 
fortunate and disastrous history. 

The woes of France have sprung from the fact that a 
Jijzebel de Medici ftic ceded in exterminating from the nation 
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that porfion of the people corresponding to the Puritans of 
Scotland, England, and Gtermany. The series of persecutions 
which culminated in the massacre of St. Bartholomew, and 
ended with the dragonades under Louis SIV., drained Fiance 
of her hfehlood. Other nations baye profited by the treas- 
ures then cast out of her, and she has remained poor for waat 
of them. Some of the best blood in America is of the old 
Huguenot stock. Huguenots carried arta and manufactures 
into England. An expelled French refugee became tlie theo- 
logical leader of Puritanism in England, Scotland, and Amer- 
ica ; and wherever John Calvin's system of theology has 
gone, civil liberty has gone with it ; so that we might almost 
say of France, as the apostie said of Israel, " If the fall of 
them be Uie riches of the world, and the diminishing of them 
the riches of the Gentiles, how muuh more their fulness 1 " 

When the English and Americans sneer at the insfahiiily, 
turbulence, and convulsions of the French nation for the last 
century, let us ask ourselves what our histoiy would have been 
had the " Gunpowder Plot " succeeded, and the whole element 
of the reformation been exterminated. It is true, vitality and 
reactive energy might have survived such a process ; but that 
vitality would have shown itself just as it has in France — in 
struggles and convulsion^. The frequent revolutions of France 
arc not a thing to be sneered at ; they are not evidences of 
fickleness, but of constancy ; they are, in fact, a prolonged 
struggle for liberty, in which there occur periods of defeat, 
but in which, after every interval of repose, the strife is re- 
newed. Their great difficulty has been, that the destruction 
of the reformed church in France took out of the country en- 
tirely that element of religious rationalism which is at once 
conservative and pi-ogresaivc. 
VOL. 11. 35 
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Thi3i-e aj-o three fore^ which operate in society : that of 
bhiid f^th, of reverent religious freedom, aad of iiTevereat 
aceplieisni. Wow, since the human mind is so made that it 
must have religion, when this middle element of reasonable 
religious freedom is withdrawn, society vibrates, like a pendu- 
lum, between scepticism and superstition ; the extreme of su- 
perstition reacting to scepticism, and then the barrenness of 
scepticism reacting again into superstition. When the perse- 
cutions in France had succeeded in extinguishing tliis middle 
element, then commenced a series of oscillations between re- 
ligious despotism and atheistic license, which have continued 
ever since. The suppression of all reasonable religions in- 
quiry, and the consequent corruption of tlie church, produced 
the school of Voltaire and his followers. The excesses of that 
school have made devout Catholics afraid of the very begin- 
ning of religious rationalism ; said these causes act against 
each other to this day. 

The revolution in England, under Cromwell, succeeded, 
because it had an open Bible and liberty of conscience for its 
foundation, and united both the elements of fmtli and of rea- 
son. The French revolution had, as Lamartine says, Plu- 
tarcli's Lives for its Bible, and the great unchaining of human 
passion had no element of religious control. Had France, in 
the time of her revolution, had leaders like Admiral Coligny, 
her revolution might have prospered as did England's under 
Cromwell. But these revolutions, needlessly terrible as they 
have been, still have accomplished something ; without them 
Franco might have died away into what Spain is. As it is, 
progress has been made, though at a fearful sacrifice. No 
country has been swept cleaner of aristocratic institutions, and 
the old bastiles and prisons of a past tyranny. The iispira- 
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!iou for democratic freedom has lieen so thoroiiglily sown in 
France, that it never will be rooted «p agiuii. How to get it, 
and how to keep it when it is got, they do not yet clearly see ; 
but they will never rest till they learn. There is a liherty of 
thought and of speech in France which the tongue-tied state 
of the press cannot indicate. Could France receive the Bible 
— couid it be put into the hands of ail the common people — 
thai might help her. And France is receiving the Bible. 
Spite of all efforts to the contrary, the curiosity of the po[)ular 
mind has been awakened; the yt'arniiigs of the popular heart 
are turning towai-ds it ; and therein lie my best hopes for 
Fi'ance. 

One thing more I wottld say. Since I have been hei-e, I 
have made tlie French and continental mode of keeping Sun- 
day a matter of calm, dispassionate inquiry and observation. 
I have tried to divest myself of the prejudices — if you ko 
please to call thein — of my New Eaglaod education — to 
look at the matter sympathetically, in the French or conti- 
nental point of view, and see whether I have any occasion to 
revise the opinions in which I had been educated. I fully 
appreciate all the agreeableness, the joyousness, and vivacity 
of a day of recreation aad social freedom, spent in visiting 
picture galleries and public grounds, in social r6iiiiioits and 
rural excursions. I am far from judging harshly of the jiiety 
of those who have been educated in these views and practices. 
But, viewing the subje-ct merely in relation to tilings of this 
life, I am met by one veiy striking fact : there is not a sjagle 
nation, possessed of a popular form of government, which has 
not our Puritan theory of the Sabbalh. Proteatant Switzer- 
land, England, Scotland, and Ameiica cover tiie whole ground 
of popular freedom ; aiid in all these this idea of the Sabbath 
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prevails with a distinctness about equal to the degree of iil>er- 
tj. Nor do I fhiult this result an accidental one. If we no- 
tice that the Lutheran branch of the reformation did not have 
this element, and the Calvhiisfic branch, which spread over 
England and America, did have it, and compare the influence 
of these two in sustaining popular rights, we shall be struck 
with the obvious infei-eace. 

Mow, there are things in our mode of keeping the Sabbath 
wliich have a direct tendency to sust^n popular government; 
for the very element of a popidar government must be self- 
control in the individual. There must be enough intensity of 
individual self-control to make wp for the lack of an extraneous 
pressure from government. The idea of the Sabbath, as ob- 
served by the Puritans, ia the voluntary dissevering of the 
thoughts and assodations from the things of earth for one day 
in seven, and the concentrating of the mind on purely spiritual 
subjects. In aU this there is a weekly recurring necessity for 
the greatest self-controL No way could be devised (o educate 
a community to be thoughtful and reflective better than the 
weekly recui-rence of a day when all stimulus, both of business 
and diversion, shall be withdrawn, and the mind turned in upon 
itself. The weekly necessity of bringing all busines'i to a close 
tends to give habits of system and exactness The assembling 
together for divine worship, and fii mofruction in the duties 
of Christianity, is a training of the highest and noblest ener- 
^es of the soul. Even that style of abstr'Wt theologizing pre- 
v^iiig in New England and Scotland, whidi bar. grown out 
of Sabbath sermonizing, has been an mc-dcuhblp alditionto 
the strength and self-controlling power of the people 

Kide through France, you see the hiboier in hio wooden 
shoes, with ?(;arce a thought beyond his diiiiy toil. His Sun- 
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s a f&te for dancing and recveatioii. Go Uirougli New 
i, and you will find the laborer, as lie lays Iiis stone 
fence, discussing tlie consistency of foi-eordination witli free 
■will, or perelmnce settling some more practical mooted point 
in polities. On Sunday this laborer gets up his wagon, and 
takes his wife and family to church, to hear two or three ser- 
mons, in each of which there are more elements of mental 
discipline than a French peasant gets in a whole lifetime. It 
is a shallow view of theological tr^ning to ask of what pi-acti- 
cal use are its metaphysical problems. Of what practical 
value to most students is georaetiy? On the whole, I think 
it is tlte Puritan idea of the Sabbath, as it prevails in New 
England, that is one great source of that individual strength 
and self-control which have supported so far our democratic 
institutions. 

In r^ai-d to the present state of affairs here, it has been 
my lot to converse unreservedly with some of ail parries suf- 
ficiently to find the key note of their thoughts. There are, 
first, the Bourbonists — mediEBval people — believers in the di- 
vine right of kings in general, and of the Bourbons \a t c i- 
lar. There are many of them exceedingly i teresti g There 
is something rather poetic and graceful about the a t 4 e c ^t 
of their ideas ; their chivalreus loyalty to an exiled tarn I7, 
and their devout belief of the Catholic rel g ou The e tor 
the most part, keep out of Paiis, entirely i^no e tl e p e ent 
couil, and remain in their chateaus ia tlie o t y A ^en- 
tleman of this class, with whom I talked, thougl t the p e e it 
emperor did very well in keeping other parlies out till the 
time should come to strike a blow for the true king. 

Then there are the partisans and friends of the Orieans 
family. I heard those wiio spoke, even with te;i.rs, of Lo'Tis 
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Philippe and his dynasty. They were patrons of letters and 
of arts, tliey say, of virtue and of reUgion ; and these good, 
faithful souls ding lovingly to their memory. 

And then there are the republicans — men of the i-eal olden 
time, capable of sacrificing every thing tJiat heart holds dear 
for a principle ; such republicans as were our fathers iu all, 
save flieir religion, and because lacking that, losing the chief 
element of popular controL Nevertheless, grander men have 
never been thaji some of these modem repubhcans of Fiance , 
Americans might learn many leswns fiom them 

Besides all these there is another class, compaiatively small, 
having neither the prestige of fashion, lank, or weilfh, but 
true, humble, evangelical Chnstians, in whom the simphcity 
and spirituality of the old Huguenot church sei-ms revivpd. 
These men are laboring at the very foundation of thmgs , la- 
boring to bring back the forgotten Bible, begumiag where 
Christ began, with preaching the gospel to the poor. If any 
would wish to see Chxjstianity in its loveliest form, {hoy would 
find it in some of these humble laborers. One, with whom I 
conversed, devotes his time to the chiffoniers, (rag pickers.) 
He gave me an accomit of his labors, speaking with such ten- 
derness and compassion, that it was quite touching. "My 
poor people," he S!u.d, " they are very ignorant, but they are 
not so very bad." And when I asked him, " Who supports 
you iu your labors?" he looked upward, with one of those 
quick, involuntary glances by which the Trench express them- 
selves without words. There was the same earnestness in 
him as in one of our city missionaries, but a touching grace 
peculiarly national. It was the piety of Fenelon and St. John. 
And I cannot believe that God, who loves all nations alike, 
and who knows how beautifully tlie Fi-i^iich mind is capable 



I ..Google 



FOKEIGH lANDS. 415 

of reflecting the image of Jesus, will not yet shine forth upon. 
France, to give the light of the knowledge of hig glory in the 
faee of Christ. 

It was the testimony of all with whom I conversed, that the 
national mind had become more and more serious for many 
years past. Smda French gentleman to me one evening, "The 
old idea of Vhomme d'esprtt of Louis XIV.'s time, the man of 
ion-mots, bows, and salons, is almost passed away ; there is 
only now and then a specimen of it left. The French ai-e 
becoming more earnest and more religious." In the Roman 
Catholic churches which I attended, I saw very full audiences, 
and great eanxestness and solemnity. I have talked intimate- 
ly, also, with Eoman Catholics, in whom I felt that religion 
was a real and vital thing. One of them, a most lovely lady, 
presented me with the Imitation of Christ, by Thomas i 
Kempis, as a ground on which we could both unite. 

I have also been interested to see in these French Cath- 
olics, in its most fervent form, the exhibition of that antislaveiy 
spirit which, in other ages, was the boast of that church. One 
charming friend took me to the church of St. Germaiu I'Atix- 
errois, pointing oat with great interest the statues and pictures 
of saints who had been distinguished for their antislavery 
efforts in France. lu a note expi-essing her warm interest in 
the cause of the African slave, she says, "It is a tradition of 
our church, that of the three kings which came to worship 
Jesus ia Bethlehem, one was black ; and if Christians would 
kneel oftoner before tlie maoger of Bethlehem they would 
think less of distinctions of caste and color." 

Madame Belloc received, a day or two since, a letter from 
a lady in the old town of Orleans, which gave name to Joan of 
Arc, expressing the most earnest enthusiasm in the antislavery 
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(ai I, II 1 pi lyera ^he sits Mill aRi,(,iid Bi^hf ind d t) toi 
tlio p I:iTe souls in AmLiiea ivhi iie conflicting mth fki3 
might J injustice 

A hdy a tew diys since called oa me, ill vliose pioperty 
was iuat in the msutreclion at Hayta, hvA who is, neverthelLss, 
a most earnest advocate of emancipation. 

A Catholic lacly, in a letter, inquired, earnestly, why in my 
Key I had not included the Romish clergy of the United 
States among the friends of emancipation, ai tliat, she said, 
had been always the boast of their cliurch. I am sorry to be 
obliged to make the reply, that in America the Catholic clergy 
have never identified themselves with the antislavery cause, 
but in their influence liave goae with the multitade. 

I have received numerous calk from members of the Old 
French Abolition Society, which esisfed here for many years. 
Among (hcBP I met, with great interest, M. Duti-one, ifs pres- 
ident i also M. , who presented me with his very able 

ethnolf^eal work on the distinctive type of the negro race. 
One gentleman, greatly distressed in view of the sufferings of 
the negro race in America, said, naively enough, to Mrs. C, 
that he had heard that the negroes had great capability for 
music, dandng, aad the fine arts, and inquired whether some- 
thing conld not be done to move sympathy in their behalf by 
training them to exhibit characteristic danees and pantomimes. 
Mrs. C. quoted to him the action of one of the great eccles'- 
aslical bodies in America, in the same breath declining to con- 
demn slavery, but denouncing dancing as so wholly of the 
world lying in wickedness as to require condign ecclesiastical 
censure. The poor man was wholly lost in amazement. 

In this connection, I cannot but notice, to the credit of the 
French republican pi-oyisio-niil government, how mitch more 
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consistent tliey were in their attachment to the priiiciples of 
liberty than ever ouv own has been. What do we see in our 
own history ? Our northern free states denouncing slavery as 
a crime, confessedly inconsistent with their civil and religious 
principles, yet, for commercial and pecuniary considerations, 
dehberately entei-ing into a compact with slaveholders toler- 
ating a twenty years' perpetuation of the African slave trade, 
the rendition of fugitives, the suppression of servile insurrec- 
tions, and allowing to the slaveholders a virtual property basis 
of representation. It should qualify the contempt wliich some 
Americans express of the French republic, that when the sub- 
ject of the slave colonies was brought up, and it was seen that 
consistency demanded immediate emancipation, they immedi- 
ately emancipated; and not only so, but conferred at once on 
the slaves the elective franchise. 

This point strongly illustrates the difference, in one respect, 
between the French and tiie Anglo-Saxons. As a race the 
French are less commercial, more ideal, more capable of de- 
votion to abstract principles, and of following them out con- 
sistently, irrespective of expediency. 

There is one thing which cannot Imt make one indignant 
here in Pai-is, and which, I tiiink, is keenly felt by some of the 
best among the French ; and that is, the indifference of many 
Americans, while here, to their own national principles of 
Lberty. They seem to come to Paris merely to be hangers on 
and applauders in flie train of that tyrant who has overthrown 
the hopes of France. To all that cruelty and injustice by 
which thousands of hearts are now bleeding, they appeal' en- 
tirely insensible. They speak with heaitless levity of the 
revolutions of France, as of a pantomime got up for their di- 
version. Their time and thoughts seem to be divided between 
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defences of American slavery and efforts to attach themselves 
to the skirts of French tyranny. They are the parasites of 
parasites — delighted if they can but get to an imperial ball, 
and beside thetaselves if they can secure an introduction to 
the man who figured as a roue, in the streets of New York. 
Noble-minded men of all parties here, who have sacrificed all 
for principle, listen with suppressed indignation, while young 
America, fresh from the theatres and gambling saloons, de- 
clares, between the whiffs of his cigar, that the French are not 
capable of free insfitutions, and that the government of Louis 
Napoleon is the best thing France could have. Thus from 
the plague-spot at her heart has America become the prop- 
agandist of despotism in Europe. Nothing weighs so fearfully 
against the cause of the people of Europe as this kind of 
American influence. Through almost every city of Europe 
are men whose great glory it appears to be to proclaim that 
they worship the beast, and wear his name in their foreheads. 
I have seen sometimes, in the forests, a vigorous young sap- 
ling which had sprung up from the roots of an old, decaying 
tree. So, unless the course of things altei's much ia America, 
a purer civil liberty will spring up from her roots in Europe, 
while her national tree is blasted with despotism. It is most 
affecting, in moving through French circles, to see what sad- 
ness, what anguish of heart, lies under that surface which 
seems to a stranger so gay. Each revolution has cut its way 
through thousands of families, ruining fortunes, severing do- 
mestic ties, inflicting wounds that bleed, and will bleed for 
years. I once alluded rather gayly to the numerona upsela 
of the French government, in conversation with a lady, and 
she laughed at first, but in a moment her eyes filled with tears, 
and she said, "Ah, you have no idea what these things are 
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among li^." In conYersation nutliing was more raminon than 
tfie remark, '■ I shall do so aud so, proviJed things hold out ; 
but then there is no telhng what will come next," 

On tlie minds of some there lie deep dejection and dis- 
couragement. Some, surrounded by their growing families, 
though they abhor the tyranny of the government, acqniepce 
wearily, and even dread change lest something worse should 

We know not in America how many atrocities and cruelties 
that attended t!ie coup d'etat have been buried in the grave 
which intombed the liberty of the press. I have talked with 
eye witnesses of those scenes, men who have been in the 
prisons, and heard the work of butchery going on in the prison 
yards in the night. "While we have been here, a gentleman 
to whom I had been introduced was arrested, taken from bed 
by the police, and carried off, without knowing of what he 
was accused. His friends were denied access to him, and on 
making application to the authorities, the invariable reply was, 
" Be very quiet about it. If you make a commotion his doom 
is sealed." "When his wife was beg^ng permission for a short 
interview, the jailer, wearied with her importunities, at last 
exclaimed unguardedly, " Madam, there are two hundred here 
in the same position ; what would yon have me do ? " * 

At that very time an American traveller, calling on us, 
expatiated at length on the peaceful state of things in Paris — 
on the evident tranquillity and satisfaction universally man- 

« Tliit man hs-s rcmiiincd in prison to this flay. 
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Satueday, August 27. Left Pai-is with H., the rest of 
our pai-ty having been detained. Reached Boulogne in safety, 
anci in high spirits made our way on boai-d the steamer, de 
posited our traps below, came on deck, and prepared for the 
ordeal, A high north-wester had been blowing all day, and 
as we ran along behind the brealiwat^r, I could see over it the 
white and green waves fiendishly running, and showing theii- 
malign eyes sparkling viith hungry expectation. " Come out, 
come out ! " they seemed lo say ; " come out, you little black 
imp of a steamer ; don't be hiding behind there hke a coward. 
We dare you to come out hei-e and give «s a chance at you — 
we will eat you up, as so many bears would eat a lamb." 

And sure enough, the moment her bows passed heyond the 
pier, the sea sta.-uck her, and fosse4 her hke an eggshell, and 
the deck, from stem to stern, was drenched in a moment, and 
running with floods as if she had been under water. For a 
few moments H. and I both enjoyed the motion. We stood 
amidships, she in her shawl, I in a great tarpauling which I 
had borrowed of Jack, and every pitch sent the spray over us. 
We exulted that we were not going to he sick. Suddenly, 
however, so suddenly that it was quite mysterious, conscience 
smote me. A profound, a deep-seated remorse developed it- 
self just exactly in the deepest centre of the pit of my 
stomach. 
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"H.,"saiil I, with a decided, grave air, "I'm goiDg to be 
seasick." 

" So am I," sdd fibe, as if atrudc by flie same convictions 
that had been impressed on me. We turned, and made our 
way aJoEg the leeward quarter, to a seat by the bulwarks. I 
stood holding on by the railrope, and every now and then ad- 
dressing a few incoherent and rather guttural, not to say pec- 
toral, remarks to the green and gloomy sea, as I leaned over 
the rail. After every paroxysm of communicativeness, (for in 
seasickness the organ of secretiveness gives way,) I regained 
my perpendicular, and faced the foe, with a determination 
that I would stand it through — that the grinning, howling 
brine should get no more secrets out of me. And, in fact, it 
did not. 

Meanwhile, what horrora — what complicated horrors — did 
not that crowded deck present ! Did the priestly miscreants 
of the middle ages ever represent among the torments of pur- 
gatory the deck of a channel steamer? If not, then they 
forgot the " lower deep," that Satan doubtless thought about, 
according to Milton. 

There were men and women of every age and complexion, 
with faces of every possible shade of expression. Defiance, 
resolute and stern, desperate resolves never to ^ve in, and 
that very same defiant determination sicklied o'er with the 
pale cast of thought. A deep abyss of abdominal discontent, 
reveaUng afar the shadow, the penumbra, of the approaching 
retch. And there were bouleversements, and hoarse confi- 
dences to the eea of every degree of misery. The wind was 
really risen qnite to a gale, and the sea ran with fearful power. 
Two sailors, standing near, said, "I wouldn't say it only to 
VOL. II. 36 
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you, Jack, but in all tlie time I've crossed tliis hero channel, 
IVe seen nottin' like this." 

"Nor I neither," was the reply. 

About mid channel a wave stmck the windward quarter, 
just behind the wheel, with a stroke like a rock Irom a hallista, 
smashed in the hulwarka, stove the boat, which fell and hung 
in the water by one end, and sent the ladies, who were sitting 
tliere with boxes, baskets, shawls, hats, spectacles, umbrellas, 
cloaks, down to leeward, in a pond of water. One girl I saw 
■with a bruise on her forehead as large as an egg, and the blood 
streaming from her nostrOs. Shrieks resounded, and for a few 
moments, we had quite a tragic time. 

About this time H. gave in, and descended to Tartarus, 
where tlie floor was compactly, densely stowed wifli one mass 
of Leaving wretches, with nothing but washbowls to relieve 
the sombre mosaic. How H. fared there she may tell; I can- 
not. I stood by the bulwark with my boots full of water, my 
eyes fuU of salt spray, and my heart full of the most poignant 
regret that ever I was born. Alas ! was that channel a chan- 
nel at ail ? Had it two shores ? "Was England over there, 
where I saw nothing but monstrous, leaping, maddening bil- 
lows, saying, " We are glad of it ; we want you ; come on here ; 
we are waiting foi j ou , we will serve you up " ? 

At la'it I ^enou'ly began to think of Tartai'us myself, and 
of a calm repose flat on my back, sur h as H. told of in Ms 
memoiahlc pissage But just then, dim and faint on the 
hoiizon, I thought I di-cemed the long line of a bank of land. 
Itwa This wffi 1 clnnncl that was the shore. England 
had not sunk I stood my ground and in an hour we came 
running boundi g an 1 i 11 g fowanls tlic narrow mouth of 
the 1 li to e 1 1 
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LETTER XLTX 



LONOOit. 

Mt Dear: — 

Our last letters fi'om home changed all our plans. We con- 
cluded to hurry away by the next steamer, if at that late hour 
we could get passage. We were all in a busile. The last 
shoppings for aunla, cousins, and iitde folks were to be done 
by us all. The Palais Royal was to be rummaged ; bronzes, 
\-ases, statuettes, bonbons, playthings — all that the endless 
fertility of France could show — was to be looked over for 
the " folks at home." 

You ought to have seen our rooms at night, the last e\ pning 
we spent in Pins When the whole gleanmgs of a conti- 
nental toui were brought foith for packing and compared 
with the dimnnsioni of tiiginal tiunks — ah, what in houi 
WM lint ' "Who ohould recrncile the=e mcongiuoua elements 
— bronzes bonnets ribbons -md flowers, plister casta, books, 
muslins and laces — elements is iiTeconctlable i" fite and 
fieedom who should harmonize them' And I n tiied' 

" Ah," said Madame E., " it is all quite eii=y ; yon must 
have a packer." 

"A packer?" 

"Yes. He will come, look at your things, provide ivh at- 
ever may be necessary, and pack them all," 

So said, so done. The man came, saw, conquered ; he 
brought a trunk, twine, tacks, wrapping paper, and 1 stood 
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by in admiration while lie folded dresses, arranged bonnefa, 
caressingly enveloped flowers in silk paper* fastened refractory 
bronzes, and muffled my plaster animals with reference to the 
critical points of ears and noses, — in short, reduced the 
whole heterogeneous assortment to place and proportion, abut, 
locked, corded, labelled, handed me the keys, and it was done. 
The charge for all this was quite moderate. 

How we sped across the channel C. relates. We are spend- 
ing a few very pleasant days with our kind friends, the L.'a, 
in London. 

Os BoABa THB Arctic, Wednesday, Soptembet 7. 

On Thursday, September 1, wa reached York, and visited 
the beautihil ruins of St. Mary's Abbey, and the magnificent 
cathedral How individual is every cathedral ! York is not 
lite "Westminster, nor like Strasbourg, nor Cologne, any more 
than Shakspeare is like Milton, or Milton like Homer. In 
London I attended morning service in "Westminster, and ex- 
plored its labyrintiis of historic memories. The reading of 
the Scriptures in the English tongue, and the sound of the 
chant, affected me deeply, in contrast with tlio pictorial and 
dramatic effects of Eomanism in continental churches. 

As a simple matter of taste. Protestantism has made these 
buildings more impressive by reducing them to a stricter 
unity. The multitude of shrines, candlesticks, pictures, stat- 
ues, and votive offerings, which make the continental churches 
resemble museums, are constantly at variance with the majes- 
tic grandeur of the general impression. Therein they typify 
the church to which they belong, which Las indeed the grand 
historic basis and framework of Qiristianity, though overlaid 
with extraneous and irrelevant additions. 

This Cathedral of York has a severe grandeur peculiar to 
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itself. I saw it witli a deep undertone of feeling ; for it was 
the last I should behold. 

No one who has appreciated the womlers of a new world of 
art and association can see, without emotion, the door closing 
upon it, perhaps forever. I lingered long here, and often 
turned ta gaze again ; and after going out, went back, once 
more, to fill my soul with a last, long look, in which I bade 
adieu (o all the historic memories of the old world. I thought 
of the words, " "We have a. building of God, a house not made 
with hands, eternal in the heavens." 

These glorious arches, this subhme mystery of human 
power and skin, is only a shadow of some eternal substance, 
which, in the ages to come, God wdl yet reveal to us. 

It rained with inflexible pertinacity during all the time we 
were at York ; and t!io nest day it rained still, when we took 
the cars for Castle Howard station. 

In riding through the park from the station, we admired an 
avenue composed of groups of magnificent beeches, sixteen or 
eighteen in a group, disposed at intervals on either hand. 

The castle, a building in the Italian style, rose majestically 
on a slight eminence in the centre of a green lawn. We 
alighted in the crisis of one of the most driving gusts of wind 
and rain, so that we really seemed to be fleeing for shelter. 
But within all was bright and warm. 

Lady CarUsIe welcomed us most affectionately, and we 
learned that, had we not been so reserved at the York sta^ 
tion, in concealing our names, we should have received a note 
from ber. However, as we were safely an-ived, it was of no 
consequence. 

Several of the family were there, among the rest Lady 
Dover and Mr. and Mrs. E. Howai-d. They nrged us to 
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remain over night ; bnt as we had written to Leeds that we 
should be there in the evening ti-aia, we were obliged to de- 
cline. We ivei'e shown over the castle, which is rich in works 
of ai't. There was a gallery of antiques, and a collection of 
paintings from old masters. In one room I saw tapestry ex- 
actly like that which so much interested us in Windsor, repre- 
senting scenes from the Book of Esther. It seemed to be of 
a much more ancient date. I was also interested in a portrait 
of an ancestor of the family, the identical " Belted "Will " who 
figures in Scott's Lay. 

Belt a W II Jl V td sh 11 come tli ?pecd 



In one of the long conidors we were tnyeising we heard 
the loiLe of merriment and found a ga) laityoi yjung peo 
pie and chilhen amusm^ themsehe^i it giiaes I thou£,ht 
wkat a gianl hide and go-sceL place the castle must be — 
whole coni]anies might lose themsehes among the looras 
The central hall of the bnildmg ^oe up to the looi and is 
surmounted ty \ dome The architectuie is m the Itainn 
style which I think maoh more suited to the purposes of oidi 
nary life than for strictly religious uses. I nevci saw & churcli 
in that style that produced a very deep impression on me. 
This hall was gorgeously frescoed by Italian masters. The 
door commands the view of a magniflcent sweep of green 
lawn, embellished hj an artificial lake. It is singular in how 
fine and subtile a way different nationalities express themselves 
in landscape gardening, while employing the same materials. 
I have seen no grounds on the continent that express the par- 
ticulai- shade of ideas which characterize the English. There 
is an air of gi'ave majesty about the wide sweep of their out- 
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And now came parting, leave taking, last letters, notes, and 

Tlie mayor of Liverpool and the Eev. Dr. Raffles break- 
fasted with us, and after breakfast Dr. E. commended us in 
prayer to God. Could we feel in tliia pardng tiat we were 
leaving those whom we had known for bo brief a space? 
Never have I so truly felt the unity of the Christian church, 
that oneness of the great family in heaven and on earth, as in 
tlie experience of this journey. A lai'ge party accompanied 
us to the wharf, and went with us on board the tender. The 
shores were hncd with sympathizing friends, who waved 
their adieus to us as we parted. And thus, almost sadly as 
a child might leave its home, I left the shores of kind, strong 
Old England — the mother of us all. 
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